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Play-Houſes /ike forſaken Barns are grown, 


Or if” they hither come "tis but for fear, 

Leſt zealous Conſt ables find *em elſewhere, 

And their torn Coats for Romiſh Reliques ſeize, 
And the poor Girles for Painted Images. 

Thus all your Pleaſures wither and decay 


Tou *ve ſuckd the Globe, and flung the ſhell avay, 


As for our wretched ſelves we are fored ſtill, 
' To chaw down Poetry. againſt our will, 

But little Pleaſure it to us does give, 

Ie ſwallow it as Sick-Men eat, to live. 

And to preſerve your Stomacks we make bold, 
To Cram you every.dAay with New or Old. 

To day we bring old pgather'd Herbs, "tis true, 
But ſuch as in ſweet Shakeſpears Garden grew. 
And all his Plants immortal. you eſteem, 

Your Mouthes are never out of taſte with him. 
Fowe're to make your Appetites more keen, 
Not only oyly Words are ſprinkled. in ; 

But what t9 pleaſe you gives us better hop”, 
A litile Vineger againſt the Pope. 
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The Perſons Repreſented in the PL AY. 


King Henry the Sixth, ' By Mr. Jof: Williams. 


Flumphry Duke-of Glocefter, Lord Pro-) | 
teQor of tf Kingdom, and Uncle = By Mir. Batterton, | 


the King, being Brother to King Her- 
ry the 5th, | 


The Cardinal 2 Baſtard Son of 


John of Gaunt, and ſo Uncle to Puke} By Mr. Harris... 
Humphry. Lo 


Richard Plantagenet, Heir of the Houſe 
of Tork, pretender to the Crown. 


Duke of Buckingham. 
Earl of Warwick. 
Earl of Salisbury. 


By Mr. D.Huliams. 


(y 


Duke of $»folt, a Lover of the Queen. By Mr. $127th. 
Queen Zlargaret , Wife of King Henry 


the 6th, in Love with the. Duke ofSBy my La. Sling sby. 
Suffolk. | a | 


Batterten, 


Eliancs, Ducheſs of Glaceſter , Wiſe to? 
the Lord Protector. | . | $ By Mrs. 


Sheriff of London, Sir Joh Stanly, Oo Mitendantsy, 
- SCENE, The Court at MH" minſter. 


—_ 


_ TO | 
SrCHARLES SEDLEY 
BARONET. 


SIR, | 

" Am afraid I ſhall diſpleaſe you, by ſetting your Name, before ſ5 ſcans 
dalous athing as a Pamphlet of mine, bit wnen 1 mac told you the 
reaſon, I belicve yore will pa: don me, I make not uſ* of your Name 
to add a iujtre to mine;,, I am not ſu much concer».24 for it. 
Fame built on Poetry #4 like a Caſtle inthe dir, which the ncou Wind 


d-moliſhes, I have beard of great Armies Muſtered in the Air, but aezver of 


ary thing thcy Conquered. Such are the Forces of Poetry, I bave had my 


Ears torn with th: noiſe of a Poets Drums and Trumpets, of th» Bellawin c of l 


his 4:1lors, and the clapping of bis {udience, but I never beard of one inch of 
firm Land be gained. All be fought for w.s [nchanted Ground, which now he 
ſeems to poſſ [r, and anon it vaniſhes, h.u notbing real in it but the vexation 


of obſ n+ Rirds, which dit «rb him with their croaking, whilſt he wthe-, and 
d-jile bim by mutizg upon bim if ever he ſl*eps, No wiſe Man can much - 


reg srd what bis ſhare is in ſuch a barren and floating Place. 

Ay con:ernment is for ſome little Truth and good Senſe, Commodities which 
9 one will expeti to find aboard ſuch a Paper Boat, 4s a Play, were it nat 
convoy? d by ſo flouriſhing and great Repmtatioa 44 yours, 1 ſpeak, not my own, 
but the opinion of ſome of the wiſcjt Men of this Age, ths Play « no inaiffes 
rent Satyre upon 1h. mij prmpous fortanate and potent Fly, that ever reigned 
everthe minds of men, called Popery, My Ld Bacoil ſzys, gaod Books aca ht 
to bave no atb-r P utrons but lruth and Keaifon. Many other things_ought 
zo be, that a: ver will, If Truth and Keiſon wereth ug. ſo potent, bow came 
Folly and Errar to prevatl over e)min all Ages and N vt ms ' How came Wiſe 


dom to live among the Anti-itts ia Por: s and Tubs, and Fools to fore an + 


Palaces rvitit living, and is Temples rrhen deed £ How came Truth. among 
Chrijtians to be trader nad: foot, fir ſ:veral hundreds of. Tears, mwhi.it Er- 
ror and Folly rode on m:ns Sboulders,and 110d on Prixees Necks £ Mens Shouls 


ders had never been ſill u5'd, of thctr Kieads 524 bien good, And when @ - 
Germane Fryar diſcovered Tratb, |by as acciazut 4s ſtrange 4s ana. ver ail, 
| Guy 


at. AR. IE 


he Epiftle Dedicatory- 


Gunpowder, how came the latter miſchievous invention, to have fifty times the 
ſacceſs of the former, aud to pierce a bundred times as many Heads and Hearts? 
If Truth in Schools and Churches meet ſo much contempt, what muſt it expel 
in ſo wretcbed a thing 4s a Play is now efteemed ? The wiſeſt Men among the 
Ancient; indeed, thou: ht themſelves ſcarce wiſe enough to judge Drammatique 
Poetry, but ours think, themſelves much too Wiſe, and throw it off as a Trifle 
for Women and Fools to play with;; and by that means it pines more aud more 


into a Trifle. For what vigaur ſeever is neceſſary to pleaſe Ladies elſcwb. re, 
Impotence bejt delights em upon the Stage. The Poets that will hit the right 
Mark , mult aim at the Boxes, aud what Arriws they ſhoot aver them are ,ll 
loft, nor are our Male Fudges of @ more Maſculine Spirit. T have alwsys os- 


ſerved when an Aﬀor talks Senſe, the Audience begins to ſleep, but whey ax 


u114tural paſſion ſtts him a grimacing and bowling 4s if be wire in a fit of the 
Stone, th:y immediately waken, liſten, and ſtare, as if ſome rare Opryator 
wore about ts Cut bim : In ſhort, Senſes ſo great a ſtranger tothe mojt, that 
it s never welcome to Company for its own ſakz, but the ſake of the I:trodu- 
cer. For this reaſon T uſe your Name to guide that ſhare of it u in this Play 
through the Preſs, 4s 1 did Shakeſpear's to ſupport it on the Stage, TI called 
it in the Prologue Shakeſpear?s| Play, though he bas no Title to the 4cth part 
of it. TheText I took out of his Second Part of Henry the Sixth, but as moſt 
Texts are ſerv'd, I left it as ſoon as T could. Forthough Shakeſpear be ge- 
erally vory delightful, be is not ſo always. His Volumn 1s all up-hill and down, 
Paradiſe was never more pleaſant than ſome parts of it, nor Ireland and 
Greenland colder, and more uninhabitable then others, And I have under- 
#1hk-4 to cultivate pne of the moſt barren Places in it. The Trees are all Shrubs, 
and the Men Pigmies, nothing has any Spirit, or ſhape \, the Cardinal us dul= 
ter then ever Dricft was, And he has budled, up the Murder of Duke Hum- 
piry, as if he had been guilty of himſelf, and was afraid to ſhew how it was 
done: ButT have been more hold, tothe great diſpleaſure of ſome, who are it 
ferms aſhamed of their own myſteries, for there us not a Tool us 'd in the murder 
of Duke Humphry i» this Play, but what u taken out of their own Church 
Armory, nr a word put iatothe mouth of the Cardinal and his fooliſh Tyſtru- 
monts, but what firjt dropt from the Heads that adorn their own Church Bat- 
tlements. I cou'd b> [3706 1 Ludtations aid I not nauſeate Pedantry, E 
all only ſhew that what ſerves here to make the Comical part *f a Play, does 
inthe Popiſh Countries compoſethe graveſt part of tbeir Devotion. I make the 
froltſhe Afrderer :omplain that be con'd not thrive, though te kept every Day 
a Holy-4ay in hour of ſome Saint, Now nothing is more known then that in 
eſe Conntrtes, the great Trafique between them and their Saints, almoſt ruine 
all other Trades. Toe People are forced to keep ſo many Holy-days, that they 
have not Workio-4ays enough to keep themſelves z when they ſhow'd be labou- 
ring to fill their Beltes, they ar? cramming Latine into their Mouths, in the 
bonour of ſome Satat,who perhaps underit inds nt a word of the Language, un- 
[+ſr he learnt it ſince hedied, which is a great doubt. And they have jo ma- 
ny Sts, that the People in Heaven ſtarve th ſe up2n Barth, and contrary to 
what is done in atber F amines, tbe Dead devour tvs Living. No Manufa- 
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Fury thrives like that of Saint-making, all others muſt contribute to th 4, and 


- even the Workmanſhip of God mujt grow poor to enrich that of the Prieſt r. 
IV ben all the Saints bad-diſappointed this poor Fellow, 1 make bim go u9 4 
Priek- for advice, who injtead of bidding him follow his calling, ſets him a 
mumbling a Prayer, which be tells him is of that efficacy, that if he ſays it 
over Thirty Days together, it will procure him in the _ what ever he arks 
for. What appears tos ridiculous here for the mouth of a Stage-fool, in a 
Country no leſs poliſhed then France,zs recommended to the Faith and Devotion 
of noleſs a Prince then the Dauphin, in a little Bock entituled, 


HEVRES Dedidees a Monſiegneur le Panphin,conterant L' Office 
ui ſe dit en L* Egliſe, avec I Exercicedu Matin, & en foir, & le 


Catcchiſmedreſle par les Peres dela Miſſion, 


The Prayer is to tbe Virgin Mary, in the 229th Page, in the middle of the 
Prayer "tis ſaid, —— Here demand what ever you pleaſe, 

When this Prayer would not do, I make the Prieſt give bim an«ther, Convey- 
ed by an Angel as he ſays into the Grave of a Germaxe Lady, who had bey 
Head cut off, and lived after it two and twenty Hours, not being able to die, 
till ſhe had Confeſſed and Communicated. Aud the Prayer had this miraculous 
power aunext 10 it, that whoſoever did but carryit about him, ſhow'd never ſuf- 


fer by Seaor by Land, &C. This I found in a little French Bock, of Devotion | 
eo the Virgin Mary, Licenced by theF athers of the Auguſtine Friars,us contain- - 


ing nothing in it contrary to Catholick, Faith, and recommended to the People 


with an extraordinary Approbation \, by what Charter theſe Prayers claim ſuch © 


great Priviledges, not ſaid, yet muſt be believed. Some thixk me very pro- 
Fane, for bringing what belongs to the Church upon the Stage ;, but they may 
allow me that, ſince they.have carried many things tbat belong to the Ftape into 
the Church. To expoſe theſe Fdllies tothe People is the buſineſs of thu Play, 
and 1 believe you will pardon me that I borrow ſome aſiſtan:e from your Repu- 
tation, ſince you your ſelf have of late to your very great Honour, employ'd 


your Intereſt and cxcellent Underſtanding in the ſame deſign, And thongh you - 


candoit berter in common Converſation, then T by all my Study and Premedi- 
zation, It f lows not, becauſe Lightning ſontetimes Þ1o0ts through all the Hea- 


vens, and rens the Oaks, a Man may not light 3 Candle in the Night : To - 


binder this R ſh light from being blown unt, is the reaſon why I place youy 
Name befor-it. I bave a mind the Play ſhowd be read, and every one will 
read it, if they think, you lik- it. I know few Underjtandings ſo univerſally 


efteem'd as yours , and for ſo good Keaſon, It wou'd be fooliſh in me fo 


Liſh ont into unneceſſary praiſes of a Wit that has been ſs long we delight and 
ornament of the Nation, and is now become the Defence of what #4 very deat 
toit, Trath, Liberty, and Property. I have ſo deeply felt, what the loſs 
of Property is, that I cannot but honour the Defenders of it, though their des 
fence comes tcolate to. me. 1 may appear vain in my complaint, but People 
wil, Groan when they are in pain; my Father,and by conſequence my ſelf,bis 


Heir, was ftript long ſince (by the edvice of fome ill grout Men, wbo jccrifice 
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"Vorb private and publick, Intereft to thrir own )) of the Matty of a Province 
fo Confiderable, the French Crown thought it. worth contending for, many 
Tears.. And if that fortunate Kingdom ſtrove for it, you may imagine they 

', got it. T have great hopes of a ſpeedy reparation from the great * Tultice 


| | Clemency and Goodneſs of his Maj:fty. But this loſs made me run into 
Mit that Madneſs, cal”d Pocrry, aud inhabit that Bedlam, cal'd a Stage, 1 
Ws have been ſo bappy, that for ſeveral Tears, certain Gentlemen unknown to me, 


have fallen on me, and endeavoured to Bleed me when ever I appear®d. I wiſh I 

knew'emthat I might thank *em for the Kindncſs they have done me thoughthey 

; . deſign'd me nothing Þut Miſchisf. The grounds of their Antipathy I know 

| of tarot, © Fools T confeſs may be very well moved to bark ar Poets, from the ſame 

it cauſe, that they ſay all kind of Dogs do at Skinners, from a natural inſtind 

that gives em notice their own Hides are in danger. But I have no great ſcent 

| of Blood upon me, and therefore muſt impute therr Averſions to thoſe Occult 

| Dualities that przle Philoſophers, 1 his convinces me, "tu neceſſary for me to 

{: 2 . flie to ſom? Wiſe Mins protedion; and I cannet be ſafer than under yours. 

14] Poets are t00 poor to be b:g'd, "ti well if they can get Guardians for begging. 

T am confident you will be entreated to take upon you the Guardianſhip of this 

little parcel of a Mad-mans Eftate, now I havetold you for what good wſts it 

*ris deſign'd. And if ſo, this will dowell, and T ſhall live at eaſe, for thoſe 

' who will behave themſelves very rudely to me #5 a Poet, and to this a; a thing 

for =” þ entertainment, will be very civil tathis when it is under your care, 
and to me when I am yeceived hy you : For 


SIR, 


: | Your very humble Servant, 


JOHN CROWN. 


—_ 


Henry the Sixth; 


MURDER 


Duke of Glo 
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The Finxiss Pant 


ACT 1 


Enter Humphry Duke of Gloceſter, Dake of York, Cardinal Beaus 
ford, Duke of Somerſet.,, Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Salis- 
bury, Earl of Warwick. 

3 Y Lords, you cannot but have ſcen of late 
Much diſcontent fit always on my Brow. 
All Men that know me well, muſt know, no private 
Petty concernment can unhx my mind. 
No3 ( ſome will think perhaps I ſpeak too proudly, 

I care not what they think, Ile (peak my Mind ) 

Nothing has weight cnough to preſs my fpirits 

Leſs than the great Misfortunes of the Kingdom. 

Card. So! how my Lord ProteQtor gracctully ==— a;'ae. 

'Ufhers himſclf into theſe Lords eſteem ? | 

What boſom here now will not bid him wellcome ? 

I hate him, but I will not let him know it, 


Till I can let hum know it to his ruine, - 
| " | B Glo. Ah} | 
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Glo. Ah! my Lords, Did my valiant glorious Brother, 
Henry the Fifth, ere the Law of England 
Above the Roman, or the Macedonian ? 
Do things, that made the Continent' all tremble, 
When e're the favourable Winds unlockt 
The floating, Gates of thjs our little World, 
To lct out that our brave Warriors to invade it, 
That #Fra:e not only did| confeſs it ſelf 
A Vaſſal to his Royal Engliſh Blood ; 
2ut the whole Empire of the World did ſeema 
To own it ſelf the Birth right of his Valovr ? 
To. Eternity thall ne*r | wear out the! Characters 
Of his Renown, which his keen Sword engrav'd. 
Gl. Ay, yes his tame|ſhall laft 3 but not his Empire : 
He's dead, and witt: him [his great Empire dies :; 


All that his Valour got, all chat the vigilance 


And wiſdom of my Brother Bedford kept : 

All that your ſelves and I, hive early and late 
Study'd to kecp, and kept ſome years with glory, - 
Crownivg our King in Pars in his Infancy, 
Making Proud France bow to an Engl!(Þ( hild, 


- All, all theſe Labours, ViRories and Glories, 


Are melting down in a ſoft beautious boſom, 
Given away to purchale a Fair Face. 
A fatal Marriage in one fatal minute | 
Has ſpoy! d the Work of many gloricus years. 

Card, N:phew, you are more paſſionate than needs3 
Er.mnce is not gone, nor ſhall it go ſo eaſily. 

Glo, No, *is not gone indeed, but all the fluces 
Are pulling up, and it is going faſt. 
"Tis pouring out apace in| Provincesz | 
The new made Duke of Srffolk gives whole Provinces 
To buy rhe King a Wife, | Anjou and Maine 
Are frankly given to the Queen's poor Father 


King hk eignier, whoſe high and flowing ſiyle 


Du«clts far above the Banks of his low Purſe, 
But he muſt have thefe Provinces to fill 1t. 
Ot ſuch low value, in this Duke's eſteem, 
Is all the purcliaſe of our Blood, that he 
Wil give it all away for Bluſhing Cheeks. | 
Sal. Thoſe Dukedoms were the K:ys of Normandy. 
My Lord of Warwick Weeps Why weeps my Son? 
War. Who wou'd not weep to ſee his own Blood cheapned 
And ſold betore his Face at a low rate ? 
I won thoſe Provinces, and what } got. ? 
With Wounds, is given away with peaceful words. 


—_ 


qe MURDER of the DP. of GLOCES 


"Gb. Yes, and-to make it even ridiculous, 
The Duke of Suffolk Asks a whole Fifteenth 
For Charges, to Tranſport the Queen to Ergland. 
What? Was there ne'r a Beauty in the World 
Beſides the Queen? yes, ſure there was in England; 
Had the King ſo much doted upon Beauty, 
H- might have Married one of His fair SubjeQs, 


And had more Beauty at a cheaper rate. 
Card. My Lord of Gloceſter, | this is hot diſcourſe, 


And, as I think, to very little purpoſe 
Since what is done, now cannot be recall'd 
And what is done, was done to pleaſe the King. 
Glo. My Lord of Winchgtr T underſtand you 
'Tis not my hot Diſcourſe, but Preſcnce warms you. 
You have a Feſter?d Mind, and "twill break out 3 
I faw it in your Face, if 1 ſtay longer 
\i'c ſhall.begin our antient Bickerings : 
Bt ſuch ſmall matters ſhall not trouble me, 
T will be gone; but e're I go I'le Propheſy, 
France will be 1:{t ; but I defire! to prove 
As Falſe a Prophet, as you are 4 Prieſt —— Exennt. 
Card, Aﬀeronted thus? *Pox 'o' theſe fumbling Robes! (afide.) 
How c:me my Warlike Spirit wrapt in theſe 
Formalitics, that hold my hands from Blood ? 
..- I'm fitter for a Sword, and I will uſe one —— 
Did you not hear the good Protector, Lords ? 
Expect what uſage you will have when 1 
His Unckle, and a Prieſt, am thus abus'd. 
You ſee how well his Enmity is lical'd; 
And he has much the ſame ki -dneſs for you, 
And indeed for the King. He makes great ſhew 
Of Zeal for England, and he has great zcal for it 
That is t*enjoy it ; he is heir apparent 
And the King cannot pleaſe him by a Marriage; 
Unleſs he'd Wed an Altar, or a Cell, 
Be not, my Lords, cheated with his ſmooth words. 
What though the fooliſh common people dote on him, 
Clapping their hands, and ſhouting when they ſce him, 
Crying, Heaven ſave your Roy al Excellence, 
And call him always the good Duke of Gloceſter ? 
They are Fools, and know not Men, nor what they love 
Uncheat e*'m3 but however ſave the King, 
Protect him from his dangerous Protector. 
Buck, Why ſhou'd the King, my Lords, have a Proteor? 
He is of age (I think) torule himſelf. 
My Lord of Somerſet joyn you with me, 


We, with the Duke of $ folk ayd, will hoyſ 
Duke Humphry trom his Seat. 
Card. This weighty buſiaeſs 

Brooks no delay, Ie to the Duke of Suffolk ——Exi, 

Sr. Though the Proteftor's Pride and Greatneſs vex us, | 

The Cardinal's Infolence is more intolerable; 

It Gloſter be diſp cd he 1 be Protector. | | 
Buch, If Glijter falls, or you or Ple ſucceed —— Ex. Buck. and Sal. 
Sal. $0" (fol [ the Kingdom will thrive well no doubt, 

When all will xcnd her tor their private ends. 

i I never ſaw but the good Duke of Glceſter 

{| Bore himſelt like a Noble Gentleman ; 

But I hav= ſeen the Cardinal demear, himſelf 
More like a Soldier than a Prieſt; he'l often 

4 Swear like a Ruthan, quarrel like a HeQor, 

21  Trample on all, as he were Lord of all: 

F My worthy Son, and you my Lord of| York, 

My valiant Brother, let us joyn together, 

And ſhew the Kingdom has ſome good Men in it, 

Who faithfully will ſerve their King and Country, 

And ayd all others who promote that work, 

And among thoſe I reckon the ProteQor. 

IW ir. So heaven help me, as I love my Country. — (Ex. Sal, & War, 
1s, And fo (ay I, for I have greateſt cauſe, 

Anjou and Min are given to the French. 

Two Dukedoms, given for a Dukes fair Daughter. 

Heyry, 1 blame thee not: | What 1s it to thee ? 

Thou doſt not give away, thine own, but mine. 

Pirates may make cheap penny-worths of their Pillage. 

Whilſt the poor jn,ur'd owner ftands aloofe, 

And ſhakes his head, and |weeps, and  wrings his hands, 

And (ces his Goods all borne away, and dares 

Not touch his qwn, or ſcarcely call it his, 

England, and France, and Ireland, are my Kingdoms, 

it One day I may hoth claim and feive my own, 

I And from weak|t-nry's Head may pull the Crown : 

Theſe high herde Tempeſts methinks make it ſhake. 

What opportun t/ they give, I'le take, | (Exit. 


þ 


Exter Duke of Gloceſter, and bis Dutcheſs Elianor. 


E!:. Why drops my Lord, and on the ſullen Earth 
1] Fixes his Eyes? | What doſt thou there bchold 
© King Henry's Diadem fallen from his Head, 
{39 Tov feeb!e co ſupport the mighty weight ? 
1% a] it be that thop look'lt £n, gaze thy fh 
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Put forth thy hand, and reach the glorious Gold. 
Glo. Oh Nell! ſweet Nell! if|thou doſt love thy ſelf, 
Baniſh the Canker of Ambitious thoughts, 
They will devour thy Peace, thy Lite, thy Soul. 
May the curft hour, when I imagine il] 
Againſt my Royal Nephew, vertuqus Heyry, 
Be my /aſt breathing in this mortal World. 

Eli. I wiſh the ſame to me 5 but, Is it il! 
To the good Pious King, to take from him 
A heavy Weight that preſſes him to Earth, 
An Element his heavenly mind abhors ? 
His thoughts are all above, and Royal cares 
Tear e'm,and pull em down to carth in ſpite of him, 
And, What a torment to him muſt that be? 
It is unjuſt to let ſo good a Prince 
So cruelly be tortur'd with a Crown. 

Gloc. Oh Elianour ! away with thy fond words, 
Thou mayſt deceive thy (elf, thou canlt not me: 
Haſt thou in my Embraces layn fo long, , 
And am I yet wholly a ſtranger to thee ? 
I find thy high aſpiring thoughts did ſtudy 
My honor, and mv offices, not me. | 
Thou know'ſt them well, thou haſt weigh'd them exactly, 
But me thou art an utter ſtranger to, | 
Or thou woud*ſt never tempt me to diſloyalty. 
* Eli, He is the loyal Subject ſeeks to pleaſe 

His King, and not himſelf: ?*Tis more difloyalty 

T'impoſe a Crown upon Religious Henry, 
Than *tis to Uſurp one from anothcr King. 
But you are only Loyal to your fclf, 
And your own fame becauſe to take the Crown 
The World wou'd call: Diſloyalty and T rcaſon ; 
You wrong the Kirz, to ſave your own renown. 

Glo. Away, away fond Elianor !——- as Nature 
Has given you Women thinner $kins than Men, 
Through which your working blood is eaficr (cen; 
So thinner Arts to hide your laboring thoughts. 
Do not I know your thoughts, defigns, and ſoul, 
And a!l you'd work me to as well as you? 
" You would have mz throw my{{c1f down to Villany, 
To exalt you in place above the Queen. 
Blaſt my Renown and Soul to all etcrnity, 
To pleaſe your hauvghtinel(s for [ſome ftw years. 
Oh Elianor ! now I muſt Chide outright ; 
Preſumptuous, unkind, il|- minded Elanor : . 
Arc you not the ſecond Woman in the Kingdotn ” 
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TT | H ve you not Werldly Pleaſure at command ? 
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we! A greater circle of delight, than all | 

Mi Thy Soul can range about in thy whole Life ? 

bf Yet not content with theſe, Wilt t2ou be forging 
| 


New im-pious honors, |till pil'd heap on heap 
| They fall, and overwhelm thy (clt and me ? 
j E.i. 1 muſt confeſs I mortally abhor, 
; And ſcorn that Woman, which is now my Queen. 
; Oh! hateful thought !| ſhe ! ſhe ! my Queen 
4 Of France ſubdu'd by us into a Province 3 
" And ſhe a Beygar in that Conquer'd Province, 
' Become the Queen, and Miſtriſs of her Conquerors ; 
I the firſt Woman of Victorious Exgland, 
Bow to the lalt of low \dejeted France ? 
Prepolterous } ignominious ! baſe! contemptible! 
| Had you the |ſpirit of an Engliſh Conqueror, 
[+ You wou'd not bear it—but you have it not. 
| The mighty tire, that burnt ſo bright and hot 
In the brave Engliſh Souls of the laſt Ape, 
Is blazing now its laſt in me a Woman) 
Who can no more than greatly think and talk ; 
A ſhrewd ſign heaven is taking from us France, 
Since he takes from us |ſpirits that ſhou'd rule it. 
And yet were! I but Queen of Ergland.once, 
I wou'd not doubt but co keep Conquer'd Fraxce. 
Though Kings, and Lord Protectors cannot do it. 
Glo, Talk not of ruling Kingdoms, rule your (elf. 
That I lament the King's mot fatal Marriage, 
The Queen her (elf, and all the Kingdom knows : 
But I abhor itinot for Womaniſh cauſes, 
Becauſe my Wive's inferior goes before her; 
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| I But becauſe France, England's inferior, 
4 Will by this Match aſcend above her Conqueror : 
Un We give two Provinces to buy a Wife, - 
i Who brings nought with her but a ſhameful Peace, 
Wi And this is that cauſes my preſent ſadneſs. 
ul: Eli. And ſadneſs will redreſs your Country's Griefs. 
| GI. Yes ! Ht ſhall dye that wrought-e*m, trayterous Suffolk, 
lt Eli. If Suffolk, dyes for bringing ſuch a Curſe on us, 
| | W hat ſhou'd be done to her who is that Curſe ? 
(l | Let her not live, or rather let her live, ' 
1 But live no Queen —— , , 
| Glo. But ſubjeR to your ſelf — 
I E1i.' almoſt ſcorn to have (© poor a Subjed. 
|} Glo. Ah, Elizmor! thy Pride, and my fond Love 


a 4: ena OT Lin > AD eee 


To thee, will bring deltraction on us both. 
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ave I not Gricfs enow already on me , 


and Enemies enow that plot my ruine? 
Pat vou muſt be among the number of e'm ? 


El em Enemy to nothing but the Queen, 
\nd T'le to her be an implacable 
\nd Devilliſh Enemy, whiPſt ſhe is a Queen: 
Let her be poor Dame Margaret, and my Subje-T, 
And I will Sign her then an Ad of Grace. 
Glo. You will comply in nothing to pleaſe me. 
Eli. 1 will comply in every thing I can 


ut I muſt hate the Queen in ſpice of me. 
Glo. If thou muſt hate her, do ; but yet love me. 
Eli.I hope you doubt not that, my Lord. 


Glo. 1do not. 
Enter 8 Meſſenger. 


Meſſen My Lord ProteQtor, *tis His Majeſties pleaſure 

ou prepare to ride to S. Albans, 

Where both the King and Queen are a going to Hawke. 
Glo. I go! —— Come Nell— Wilt thou along with us ?— Ex. 
Eli, Yes, my good Lord, T'le follow preſently. 

Follow — I that's the Word—-follow I muſt, 

WW hiPt Glceſter bears this baſe and humble mind. 

gy Spirit cries, go firſt ; the Duke ſayes, follow : 

Shall 1 obey my Husband, or my Soul? . 

My Soul is my ſelf, he but my other ſelf; 

And by his humble mind my weaker ſelf: 

Well, I will play my part in Fortune, Pageant 

Where are you the: e? Sir Jobx nay, fear not Man, 

We are alone, here's none but thee and I. 


Enter Humes. 


Hume. Heaven preſervy your Majcfty. 
Eli, My Majeſty ? 
Hume. Yes, that will be your Title very ſhortly. 
Eli, Has my infernal friend the Devil ſaid this, 
By his Pricft and ''riefteſs the Conjurer and Witch ? 
Haſt thou conferr'd with e'm? | 
Hume, Madam I have. 
Eli. And Will they undertake to do me ſervice ? 
Flame They have promiſed from the infernal deeps to done * 
One of the Spirits that of old gave Oracles, 
BE Whoſe fiery eye, by its own Native Light, 
Secs all that's hidden in Fates dark Abyſs, 


| And I will undermine her Royal Glories, 


As #5 Bil 25 we Mortals when they come to light : 
This Spirit ſhall make Anſwer to all Queſtions, 
That it ſhall pleaſe your Grace to poſe him with. 
Eli. It is enough. I'le think upon the Queſtions. 
Here, Hume, take this reward, make merry, Man 
With thy Confederates i in this weighty buſineſs. 
Hume, 1] humbly thank your Grace 


Exit; 
Enter the Date of Suffolk talking with th? Queen. 


i. See! here comes ſhe 
ws ty blatts my eyes worle than the Spirit caa do 
The Witch will raiſe qut of th* Infernal deep 3 
And with htr, her damn'd Minion, Trayterous Suffolk. 
That I were|now a Peſtilence to! cover her 
From hcad to foot with tort'ring deadly.ſorcs. 
I will throw ſcorn on her as E paſs by, 
A thing a Woman hates worſe than the Plague. 


It digging deep as loweſt Hell will do it. | 
Te climbe the Throne, or elſc to Hel} I'le fall; R 
If Heaven, won't make me great, the Devil ſhall. 
2x. Ha!| Did you|not obſerve, my Lord of Suffolk, 
With what contempt that Woman look'd upon me; 
As the palt by ? | 
Suff. fav it, and 1 Javelid a at it. 
2x. Ho! call her back, and fling her at my feet. 
 Suff. She'ſhall fall ſhortly wy and lower too, 
It my Plots fail not.—— 
Kider Petitioners, Peter the Armorers Man "my one. 
, P:t, May it pleaſe your Grace. 
Suff What woud'ſt thou have with me ? 
I. Pct. V think you be my Lord Protectors G Grace, 
If you be, prav your Grace ice my Petition. 
2. Pet. And mince. 
Ft. And minc>——an't pleaſe your Grace, 
©. So, All Petitions to tke Protetor's Grace , 
The Kirgdom s ſupplications all to him, 
And all the Ladics follow his Wives Train : 
The King and I arc/only Royal Cyphers, 
Flouriſh'd and guilded only with tine Titlcs. 
4s W hat arc your Petitions? let me ſee e'm. 
. Pet, Mine is, an*e plcaſe you N'adam, againtt Fobn Goodman my 
L bg Cardinall”s Man, tor Feexing | Py Houſe, and my Lands, and W, 
V\ ite {rom! me. 
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Exit 


|  Suff. How? thy Wife from thee too? that's very hard. '. "To 


| Not to the poor weak King, but to = brayc Kingdom, 
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' I, Pet. Nay, an't pleaſe your Grace, let him give me my Houſe and 
my Lands, and let him keep my Wife an? he will, I do not carc,now 
he has had her ſo long. 

Suff. What's yours? Whats here? Againſt the Duke of S»folk, for 
Encloſing the Commons of Melford ? How now you Raſcal ? 
2. Pet. An't pleaſe your Grace I am but a poor Petitioner of our 

whole Townſhip. | RE 

_ Pee. Mine is againſt my Maſter Thomas Horner, for ſaying,the Duke 
of Tork is lawful Heir to the Crown. | 

 ©u, How? | 

Pet, Yes, and that the King is but an Uſurper, 
Dx. There's a Villain indeed. 
Suff. Who is there? | 


Exter a Servant. 


Take this Fellow in, and ſend for a Purſuivant preſently, 
We'l hear more of this Matter before the King. | 
| @«, You, here; who ſhroud your ſelves under the ProteQor, 
Begin your Suits anew, and (ue to him. (Tears their Petitions, 
This is the Duke of Suffolk, me your Queen. | 
2 Pet. The Duke of Suffo/k! oh! IT am undone! 
4, Away you Slaves! ho! turn theſe Fellows out. 
Is this the Faſhion in the Court of England? | 
Is this the Royalty of t'? Engliſh King, 
To be a Pupil to a Gove nour ? —— 
Am I « Queen, yet Subject to a Duke ? I 
Oh my La Poole ! when in the City Tours 
Thou rann?lt a tilt in honour of my Love, 
And ſtol'ſt away the Ladies hearts of Fraxce 
T from thy Graces copyed in my Mind 
A charming glorious Picture of King Hexrys 
T thought thy Courage, Courtſhip, and Propogtion, 
Had been brave Shadows, of thy braver King. 
But oh! there ne'r was Woman ſo deceived 
At the firſt ſight of the Kings ſad grave Look, : 
The golden Image of him in my mind 
Fell down upon my heart, and almoſt broke it. 
My heavy heart ſunk ina Royal ſhadow, 
And greater was the {all, becauſe before 
* It {ood on high and golden expeCtations. 
Ah ! never was ſo fad a fall, as that | 
From glorious S«ffolk, down to ſoft King Hexry. 
Sxff. Madam, be patient, for I Married you, 
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And that Ile make a glorious Hasband to you. 
' - £x Indeed the Marriage 'tween the King and me 
| | Is but a ſtrange one; for to fpeak the truth, : 
* | Pm Wedded to the Throne more than to him, 
> And heis Marcicd more to Heaven than me. 
' ; His Soul is Married toall the Saints in Heaven 
| Heaven is the King's ſpacious Seraplio: | 
- There his heart lives; that which he leaves below 
With me, and with the Kingdom, is a ſhadow. 
'& Suff. He is indeed no more but a King's Ghoft, 
That walks in night; it has been night in England 
E'r ſince that Gloriqus Sun, bis Father, fect. | 
And France and England, like two metled Steeds 
Boun?J, ſtartle, break|their reins, and run away, 
\ t Gght of this pale Ghoſt 3 nor will be Govern'd. 
©u. 'Twere night with Exgland, 1 am fure with me, 
"twere not tor my glorious La Pole, 
Fi If ?ewere not for thee, England, were Hell to me, 
' And I tormented: with Infernal pains, 
| Under the Arrogance of the Protector, 1 
Of Cardinal Beaxford, that imperious Church .Man, 
Of Somerſet, Buck;ngb.am, and grumbling ork, 
For each of theſe is greater than the King. 
Suff. And Salishbury, and Warwick are as great as they. 
©, Indeed, for any thing that I can ſee, 
| The King's the only S$ubjed iz the Kingdom. 
| Heobeys all, and no one obeys him. 
But all this does not vex me half ſo much, 
As the intolerable inſolence L) 
Of that proud Dame, 'the Lord Proteors Wife. 
' She invades the Court each day, with Troopes ol Ladics, 
' And vanquiſhes my Glory ſo entirely, - 
That 1 appear alittle fa!ling Star, i! 
And ſhe a Comet upon whom all gazc. 
Her very Habit does exceed in coſt | 
#; Th? expences of a little Princes Court. | 
4: She Swim's along the Court, like a Guilt Ship, 
| New come from 1zdiz, laden all with Jewels, 
And then ſhe ſcorns to ſtrike her Sayl to me, 
4 But over-looks me, like a little Pinke | 
| Laden with Toyecs and Fripperies from Frances: 
3] This ſlave to Pride, that ſhou'd be flave to me, 
Vaunted amongſt her Minions the other day, 
The very Train of her worſt wearing Cown, 
Was better worth then all my Fathers Lands, 
Till S»ffo/k gave two Dukedoms for his Daughter. 
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Suff. Laugh at her Pride ; for, Madam, it fhall Rocdy 
Be your Divertiſement, and her Deſtruction. 
1*ve dug a Pit for the fierce Lyonels. 
Who, greedy of Honor, ranges to the very 
Suburbs of Hell for it ; and I've turn'd looſe 
Jackalls to tempt her to the|Pic in ſhew, 
Of guiding her to her deſired Prey. 
See here comes one of my Jackalls— 
What News ?. 


v1r Tha 


| Enter Humes, 


Humes. Good News, my Lord, I have been with the ALS in 
And did Salute her in the Devil's Name, 
_ With the Title of Majeſty. | < 

Suff. Ha! ha! ha! | (Lawphs,) 

©::, What do you mean ? 

Sf. Madam, the Story will make you Laugh; the Ducheſs 
Is going to the Devil for Preferment. 

:, How? Tothe Devil? 

Suff. Yes ; and bribes this Gentleman, 
To find out ſome of the Deyil's Spyes and Agents, 
To ayd her in a Correſpondence with him. 

Humes, Madam, it is moſt true, and I've found out 
One Margery Tordan, an experienc'd Witch, ( 


And Roger Bullingbrook a Conjurer, 
And they pretend they?*l raiſe from Hell a Spirit - 
Shall tcll her all ſhe” aske. 

©. Sure they arc Cheats, 

S»ff. They ſhall. be Cheats to her, and her Duke Humpbry. 
Two mortal Devils, call'd Tork and Buckingham, 
Shall ſend their Devil co Hell, and carry her 
To what ſhe more than Hcl] abhors. to ſhame 
And ruine, and her Duke ſhall quickly follow : - 
He mult have ſhare of it in ſpite of him. 

®+, Oh! my La Poole, that I were now in private ( aſide, 
'T9 KiG thee for this Plot ! Oh ! ?tis a rare one ! 
Fumes, carry on this Plot, here's Gold for thee, 
Tliou ſhale have more. 

Humes. So, the Gold tumbles in 
On every ide of me, but tis no wonder. | (afiae. 
1 ſerve the Maſtcr of the Mines of the Devil, 
And how in Hcll he uſes Slaves I know not : | 

He is an excellent Maſter in this World | (Exit, 

_ @. Oh! Suffo/k! thou didſt never look fo lovely 
In all thy Life as now; nor did I Ever 


"YE '" HENK1I the SIXTH; or, 
Feel ſuch tranfporting pleaſure in my Soul. 
Now [I ſhall be a Queen. | : 
21  Suff. A glorious one. |, ? 
{ Pm ſure the faireſt England ever ſaw. 
9s. Oh ! Suffolk! braveſt, lovelicſt of Men! 
I'm trebly 'bleſt by thee, thou doſt delight 
My Love, and my, Revenge, and my Ambition. 
Now all the Ladies that in ſcorn of me, 
Flatter?d and waited on proud Gloſter's Wife, 
j Shall ſuddenly repent their ſawcy follics, 
ni] Suff. The Duke's of Somerſet, and Buckingham, 
i With the Inſolent Cardinal, ſhall all fall too, 
As forthe Duke of| Tork, this late Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit 3 
So one by one we'l| tumble e'm all down. 
#. And on the Ruines of *em all, we'l revel. 
 Siff. And England at the Queen's command ſhall be. 
Dx. Pte Govern that, and thou ſhalt govern. me. 
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The King and Queen: fat in State, Duke Humphry , Cardinal, 
Buckingham, York, Salisbury, Warwick , and the Ducheſs 


* attending. 


King. JOr my own part, my Lords, I care not whether 
Rules France, the Duke of Somerſet, or York, 
All's one to me, they are both fitting Men. 
| York. Sir, if 1 ill demean'd my (elf in Fraxce.. 
Then let me be deny*d the Regentſhip. [1 
Som. Sir, if I be. unworthy of the place, 
Then give the Duke of Tork the Regentſhip. 
Way. Whether your Grace, |my Lo1d, be worthy or not; 
| Diſpute not that, the Duke of Tork is worthier. 
Car. Ambitious Warwick! let your betters ſpeak. 
War. The Cardinal's not my bettcrs in the Field. 
Buck. My Lord, all in this Preſence are your betters, 
& ar. In Title, not in Fortune, or in Courage. 
_ Sal. Peace, Son! EE EY 
| King, Oh! peace|my Lords! Donot you know 
| What little pleaſure I have in my Crown, 
'}; And Doyou ſtrive tomake me wearier of it * 
' You take it illif lrefuſe you Governments, 
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Yet youdeny to let me Rule in quiet. 
I wonder what you ſe in this vile Wort 
Worth the contending for. Heaven has entruſted me 


\ With Three Great Kingdoms, England, France and Ireland, | 


Aad I muſt give Account of *em to Heaven, 
And not throw up my Charge for my own eaſc, 
Elſe I wou'd gladly give e'm all to buy 
The-holy Peace, any of you may have. 

Yer you diſturb your felves and me for Rule, 
Which I account a Pcnnance for my fins. 

2 '. Is this a King that ſpeaks ? or ſome poor Pilgrim, 
That having loſt his way, feates himſelt ignorantly | 
Down jn a Throne, and does not know *tis one. 
And falls a Preaching to the gaping Multitude. 

Oh! What a Prince is this to ſway three Kingdoms RT 
And what a Husband's this for a' young Queen ? 

To. Moſt Gratious Soveraign ! our chief contention 
Is to give you that eaſe which you delight in, 

To lay the burden of your Government 
On Men whoſe Loyalty and great Abilities 
May bear e*m up, both to your eaſe and glory. 

Sal. And for the Government of France, my Lord 
\ Off 7%, no Man fo fitting as your ſelf. 

And pray my Lord of Buckingham, thew reaſon 
Why you prefer the Duke of Somerſet # 

' 2. Becauſe 'tis the King's Will to have it ſo. 

Glou. Madam, the King is o'd enough himſelf 
To ſpeak his Mind; theſe are no Womens matters. 

©, If he be old enough, What needs your Grace 
To be Protector of His Majeſty ? 

Glou. Madam, | am ProteQtor of the Kingdom, 
And-at His pleaſure will reſign my Place. 

Suff. Reſign it then, and leave your Inſolence 
Since you were King, (As who is King but you ?) 
The Common- wealth has daily run to ruine. 

The Dauphin ſeiz*d our Provinces in France, - 
And you our Libertics and Honors here. 


Car. The Commons ou have Rack't, the Clergies Bags 


Are lank and lean with your Extortions. 
Som. You ſpend the Publick Treaſure molt profuſely 
On Sumptuous Buildings for your Luxury, 
And colily Attire for your Wive's Vanity. 
Elia. So! ſo! my Drefs becomes a Crime of State ; 
Shortly I do belicve you will Arraign | 
My Necklaces and Bodkins of High Treaſon 3 
You cannot doit by the Law of Englana, 


( Afie, 
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*Cauſe they late not! their Equals here to wy: {em by. 
| Buck, We may cxtort the Law as oft your Husbai.d 
'Hzs done, to puniſh beyond bounds of Law. | 
| os, And not content to waſte the Publick Treaſure, 
| Boch on his own, and his Wive's fooliſh Pridc, 
' | He has, as the Sul; ition's very Brong, | 
. © Made Sale of Othces and Towns in France, 
"© Which it 'twere proy'd, ſhou'd| make him loſe his Head. 
Glo. Fow am I bled beyond Human ſufferance ? 
'* I will go out and coole, Jclt I be temptcd 
4  Toact or ſpcar any thing FF. 
' _ Unworthy of my (cl, |and of this Preſence | ( Exit. 
King. My Lords, my Lords, |I ſee, and grieve to ſee 
Teo much 111- mindcdneſs in all this Fury. 
: We oft by Lightning|read in darkeſt Night, 
' And by your Patlions I read all your Natures, 
Thovgh you at other times can keep e'm dark; 
ut 1 have Read emiwhen you thought it not, 
nd I my (clt ſcarce \minded what I did. 
I, like the muſing Hermit in the Deſert, 
' Feel the cold nipping| blaſts of the rough Wind, 
And hcar the Howles of. Wolves, | and Yelpes of Foxes, 
; Though I regard e'm not, nor mind at all 
' To ſhun e'm, or to furtiftie againſt em. 
Card. L hope the Ring rankes not among the? Wolves 
; One of the Shepherds of the Sacred Flock. 
' Ring. 1 hou' d be g 'ad I had no cauſe at all. 
Suff. T hope there's none of us has ſpoken any thing 
| But from deep (ence bf Loyalty and Honor * 
| Againſt a Traytor to; the King and Fingdom. 
ft King. Vie Judge fb honourably ef you all, 
To think, you only cccho Publick Rumor ; 
| And Ecchocs that miiſcall the Paſſenger 
| Injure him not, but they that ſet e'm talking. | 
| Publick Report then wrongs the Duke, not you ; 
' For if you know him falſe, Why |don't you prove it? 
| Then you do ill, to do no more then Talke. 
Or, Sir, (hbtld Mecn don'e uſe to aft their, Wickedneſs 
'Tn Roades, in Markets, or on Steeple 7's 5 
| Bur cloſely hid ; 6 hid, that oft the Duvil | 
Who did cnploy ©:121, ſcarce knows what they mean. 
E/ts. Com, Str, fl] this is ſpoken out of envy, 
Low crawling envy, (envy that is|chok'd | 
 Witk the greet Dull the Train of my Robes make. 
Whence cane this begga arly Epirit into England F 


Ic Never can © oc of the Englith growth, 
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The late great Conquerors of Towns -and Provinces 

Fallen to envy a Lady's Cloaths? Oh! beggarly ! 

Some poor French Pedler brought this Spirit hither, 

*Mongſt the ſinall Wares, they fell ſo dear to us. | 

04. On! how ſhe taunts me! this is meant tome! ( Aſide, 
] will take as occaſion to affront her. (Lets fas bir Fan. © 
Give me my Fan! —— What, Minion, Can you not? | 

Soe gives the Ducheſs a Brix 010) eare.” 

I cry you Mercy, Madam, Was it you ? | 

t 'ia. Yes, it was I, proud Daughter of a B:gear, 
Strike me thy betters, many times thy betrers, 
Bating the Dignity thc King beſtows on thee. 
No mar'le thou Jook'tt with envy on my Jewels ; 
Thy Father con'd not give thee Gold enough ; 
Only to Guild one of the Kings Prayer- Books: | _ 
The King was forc'd to give him two great Provinces. 
That (o it might not ſhamefully be ſaid, | 
T he Father of the Queen of England ſtaryes. 

Or. So! ſo! | 

King. Fye Madam! Fye! this is too much. 
Pray Rule your felt, it was againſt her will. - 

Elia. Againſt her will ? no ! Sir ! *twas with hes will, 
And ſhortly ſhe will do as much to you. 
But ſhe ſhall never ſtrike me unreveng'd —— 

Brick, I will fellow her my Lord Cardinal, 

And liſten after the Duke, how he proceeds. 
The Ducheſs Fury now will need no ſpurs, 


She 1 gallop faſt enough to her deftruction. | 
Card. And let her gallop, and the Devil ſpecd her Ex. Buck, 


Exit. Elia. 


Enter Duke Humphry. 


Gl. My Lords, I've walk'd away from all that paſſion, 


Which your falſe ſpiteful Accuſations 

Had kindled in my breaſt; and now T come 

In a cold candid temper to adviſe you 

To ſpare your ſelves, for me you cannot hurt. 

Bring any Proofs of what you have accuſed me, 

And I lye open to the Law as any Man, 

At leaſt I will do ſo; for if you think 

My Office fences me, I'le throw it down. ; 
But to the matters that we have in hand, | 

I ſay the Duke of York's the fitteſt perſon | —— 


To be your Regent Sir in France. 
Suff. Before Eletion's made, let me ſhew reaſon why 


The Duke of Teri, is moſt unfit of any Man. = FF 
| : | ; OrRe | 
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Tork. My Lordof S«folk, I will tell you why, 


Becauſe I (corn to be your Flatterer. 


* - \ i + Eh os Y 
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| Next, if 1 be appointed for the place, 


Such is my Lord of Somerſets ambition 
And hate to me, that he will keep me here, 
Without Diſcharge, Money, or Furniture, FR 
Till France be wonn 5 he had rather it were loſt, 
Than any one ſhou'd rule it but himſelf. 
Laſt time I danc'd Attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was befieg'd, famiſh'd, and loſt. 
War. That I can witneſs, and a blacker Treaſon 
Was nc'r committed | | 
Suff. Peace, my Lord of Warwick! 
Here's one ſhall ſilence you, and him you plead for. 


Emter Armorer and his Man Peter. 


York, How ? Silence me? 
Srff. Yes 3 here is a Man accuſed 
Of Treaſon, that relates to you my Lord. 
Jork, Does any one accuſe me for a TI raytor ? 
King. What do you mean, my Lord ? What Men are theſe ? 
 Swff. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, this is the Man 
That does Accuſe his Maſter of High Treaſon. 
His words were theſe ; That Richard Duke of York 
Was the true lawful heir to the Crown of England : 
And that your Majeſty was an|Uſurper. 
King. Say Man, Were theſe thy words ? 
Arm. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, — 
] never ſaid, nor| thought any ſuch matter : 
Heaven is my witneſs 1 am falſely accus'd.. 
Pet. By theſe |tcn bones, he ſpoke e'm to me one night, my Lord 
in the Garrce, when we were ſcow'ring the Duke of York's Ar- 
mMour. 
Tork, Baſe Villain ! I will have thee hang'd for this 
Moſt Trayt*rous| Speech. _. a 
1 do beſeech your Majelly, | 
Let him find all| the rigour of the Law. | 
Ar. Hang me, my Lord, if ever I ſpoke theſe words; 
My Accuſer is my Prentice, and I correQting him 
For his Fault the other day, he Vow'd on's knecs 
He'd be reveng/d on me, Ihave good witneſs 
Therefore I beſecch your Majeſty, caſt not away 
An Honeſt Man, for a Rogues Accuſations. 
One that has been a Rogue, Sir, all his Life, 
A moſt notorious Rogu:, Sir, I beſeech you, 
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King. Unckle, What ſhall we ay to this in Law ? 
Glo. If T may Judge, Sir, let the Dake of Somer 
Be Regent o'r the French, becauſe the Duke 
Of York lies under violent ſuſfpition. 
And let theſe have a day appointed e'm 
For ſingle Combate, *cauſe the Armourer 
Has Witneſs of his Servants Threats and 'Malice, 
\ This is the Law, and this is, Sir, my Sentence. 
King. Let it be ſo. 
Som. T humbly thank your Majeſty. 
Armo. And I accept the Combat willingly. 
Pet. Alaſs! my Lord, 1 cannot fight! oh! pity me! 
' Oh Heaven have mercy on me ! Iſhall never | 
Be able to ſtrike a blow ! — oh ! Lord ! my heart! Why the 
Devil muſt I fight? Is this my Reward for Witneſling ? I cannot fghe. 
Glo. Sirrah ! you muſt fight, or be hang'd. 
King. Away with <'m to Priſon ! till the Combaxt. 
Come, my Lord Duke, I will diſpatch you to France. 
| a All go out bat the Cardinal, 
Card. 1 will not reſt till I've the Blood of Glocefter: 
He muſt be Lord Protector of the Kingdom, 
And Lord it over me. He thinks he is 
A better Man , "cauſe he is a| King's Son, 
And T but Son of the Duke of Lancafter., 
He is the Son of Hexry the Fourth, 
And Iof Henry's Father Fohn of Gaunt. 
But at my making there it ſeems did want 
Some Holy Ceremonies, for want of which 
I'm that the Rude Ill-manar'd Law calls Baſtard, 
And ?cauſe the Law has thruſt me from Succeſſion 
To the great Temporal Glories of my Father, 
They wrap*d me up in a Prieſt's Robe, and lay me / 
Out of the World and in the way of Heaven. 
They ſhou*d have dreſt poor Hexry in this Child's Coat, 
And laid him in the Cradle of the Church, 
And humid him faſt aſleep with oy Stories; 
His lictle Soul was fitter for thoſe things. | 
Well; I will go to Heaven ; but in my way 
I at the Lord ProteQorſhip will bayt, 
Or I will lye abroad in ſtormes of Blood. 
My Cofins themſelves Legitimate may call 3 | =E 
Their Souls compar'd with mine are Baſtards all, Exit. 


D p ql: . 


Enter Elianor, Haines: the Scene a ; Rom in the 
Conjurer” s Houſe, 


Elia. where are your Inſtruments ? 
Humes. They are both ready, 
Preparing their dire Charms: anj Exorciſins, 


Elia, Call em. 
» | | Enter Bullingbrook and the Witch: 


Humes. Come in 3 this, Madam, i is Roger Bullingbrook,. 
A Man of wonderful and dreadful Art ; 
He has a Key tothe Infernal deep, 
And let s abroad what Spirit he. will, and when.: 
And when he will|he Chains him up again. 
This Woman <quals him in Power and Art, | 
Her Name is Jordan,” p-0 
Elia.. Come, begin vour Charmes. 
Bul. Dare you be preſent, Madam ? - 
Elia. Dare the Devil _ | 
Come in mypreſence? for I dare meet him. 
Byl. Madam, you may, for Heaven fetters him, , 
And gives us Mortal Creatures Power to do ſo: 
I gain'd my Art by Prayer, and profound Study . | 
Then nothing feax, 
Elia, I ner knew what fon Was. | 
| Bul. Go, Mother Fordan, get the Incenſ ready.. (The Witch goes out.-. 
Elia, Well faid, my Maſters, come, begin, begin. 
Bull. Pray Patience, Madam, for we know our times. 
Our time is in the Deep. and Silent Night; . 
The.time when Cities oft are ſet, on fires 
When Rcbberies and Murders are committed ; 
When Bandogs Howle, and Shreich-Owles warn the Dying > . 
When Spirits Walk, and Ghoſts break up. their Graves 3 
Then Devils come ibroad to meet their Friends, . 
And that's the time beft fit's our preſent Work:. 
But, Madam, fit, and fear nat,] whom we raiſe 
We will make falt within a hallowed Verge. 


Enter the Witch with a Pan of Coales. 


Bul, Fling, Iacenſe in, then groyel on the Farth. 
The Witch fling's ſomething on the Coales , alt} then the Conju- 


| rer immediately falls proftrate , makes a Circle with bis 
& O01 hex takes: G Bok and Reader, 


' Ball, 
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Bull. Thou mighty Spirit, one of the chief Powers 

And Potentates in the Infernal Kingdom, 
Whoſe Empire extends wide in Night and Chaos, 
Whoſe Provinces are Peopled thick with damn'd ; 
By that Authority he gives me o'r thee, | 
Who hurl'd thee down into theſe doleful Regions, 

| Ichargee thee to obey my dread Commands, 
And at my calling to appear —— Appear! ——- 
Aſmath appear ! | 

Bull, ſingnb 


| WS” Eh 
With Appear ! appear : =. 
| Thunder and Lightning, a Sprit riſes. 
Spirit, T'm here ! — | ; 
Bull. 1 charge thee by th? eternal being, 
Whoſe name and power thou ever trembleſt at: 
To Anſwer that I Ask3 for till thou ſpeak 
Thou fhalt not fiir from| hence. 
Spirit. Ask what thou wilt — 
But prethee do not keep me with thee long. 
Bull. Firſt of the King : What ſhall become of him? 
Spirit, The Duke now:lives, that Hemry (ſhall Depoſle ; 
But him out-live, and dye a violent Death. | 
Bull, Now ſay, What fate attends the Duke of Sufſ0/k ? 
Spirit. By Water ſhall he meet his lateſt Breath, - 
Bull, What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet £ 
Spirit, Let him ſhun Caſtles 
Safer ſhall he be on the Sandy Plains, 
Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand, 
H'a done, for more I hardly can endure. 
Bull. Deſcend to darkneſs, and the Burning Lake. 
Be gon ! be gon! - | 


The S pirit deſcends with Thunder and Liehtuing. 


Enter the Dukzs of York and Buckingham with 2 Guard, * 
and ſeize e m. 
To. Lay hands upon thcſe Traytors, and ther Traſh, 
Fliz. Ha ! | 
Yo. Madam, yes, I think we have watch'd you narrowly 5 
The King and Kingdom are indebted to you 
For this tine piece of Work : my Lord Protector, 
Who, no doubt, fet you a Work, will ſee you rewarded. 
E1liz, What mighty. Miſchicf have I done, my Lords ? 
Talked with a Devil? 1 every day converſe 
With worſe then Devils. with your ſelves, my Lords. 
But I've ie ſeems difturb'd the Peace of Heli; 


V\ hat, you have Intercfi there? and many Friends! 


Forgive 


IXTH; or: 


j Forgive me, Lords, but yet you can diſturb. 
'F - The Kiog and Kingdom! s Peace; Is. that no Crime ?- 
i}: Buck, You have commited, Madam, then no crime. 
Tt ſeems —away with thoſe, and Guard e'm cloſe; 
Keep c'm aſunder; fee that all cheir:Trinkets 
Be forth- "omg! Madam, you muſt with us. 
Guard lead ont Elia, Witch aud Conjurer, 
4 Yo* This was an excellent Plot, well choſe t? build on. 
| Now pray my Lord let's ſee the Devit's Writ. 
F The Duke yet lives, that Hexry ſhall Depoſe ; (Reads. 
But him outlive, and dye a violent death. | 
Buck, This is juſt Azo te Aacida Romanos vincere poſſe. 
To. The Devil ſtill keeps to| his old trade of Quibling. 
Bxck, He is the Father of all Lyers and Quiblers. 
To, Well to the reſt. 
What Fate attends the Duke of Suffolk ? 
K By Water ſhall he meet his lateſt breath. 
_ # What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet ? 
& Let him ſhun Caſtles : 
+ Safer ſhall he be on Sandy Plains, 
Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand. 
Fine ſtuf——-The Devil I ſee is grown old and Jult. 
The King is now in Progreſs towards St. Albans, 
With him the Husband of this lowly Lady. 
Whether go all theſe Cloudy | Oracles. 
 Asfaſt as Horſe can carry &'m- 
A ſorry Breakfaſt for my Lord Protedtor. 
Buck, Your Grace ſhall give me leave my! Lord of York 
70 be the Poſt. | 
To. My Lord, at your own pleaſure. 
- Within there ho PI | 


Enter a Servant.- 


Intreat my Lords of Salicbury and Warwick, 
To take a ſhort Collation at my [Houſe 
| This Aﬀeernoon, away : My Lord your Seryant Ex, 


Emer the King, Qheen, Prolefot, Cardiral, Suffolk, as fron 
Howlgog: Attendants, Somerſet, Salisbury, Warwick. | 


#. Believe me, Lords, for Selen at the Brook 
I ne'r had better ſport in all my\lite. 
Yet by your leave the Wind was very high. 
King. But what a Point,my Lord, your Falcon made ? 
_ And. what a pitch the flew above the elk. 


Above their Fellows. 
Glo. *Tis an humble Mind 
That mounts, my Lord, no higher than a Bird. 
Card, I thought he ſoon wou'd be above the Clouds. 
Gl. Ay, my Lord Cardinal, how think you by that ? 
Wou'd not your Grace be (glad to mount towards Heaven ? 
K. The Treaſury of Everlaſting Joy. | 
Card. Your Heaven 1s on Earth, your eyes and thoughts 
Beat on a Crown, the Treaſure of your Heart, ; 
Pernitious, haughty, treacherous Protector ! 
Who ſmooth it thus both with the King and Kingdom, 
Gl. How, Cardinal! | 
Tanteve animis Caletibus ire ! Church-Men fo hot? 
Uncle, for ſhame let your Robe hide your Malice. 


Suff. No Malice, my Lofrd, but Zeal, that which becomes - 


So good a Quarrel, with ſo bad a Lord, 
Gl. As who? | | 
S+ff. Why, as your Self, my Lord ProteQor, 
Gl. My Lord of Suffolk, England knows your Inſolence. . 
©zx. And your Ambition, my Lord of Gloceſter, 
K. How, Madam ! You a Stirrcr of Debate ? 
Theſe are the pleaſant Sounds that follow me 
Where-c'er I go: I'm an Inchanted Iſle, 
Surrounded with Eternal raging Storms, 
 Whoe'er approaches me, hazards a Wreck : 
Theſe Winds and Waves beat on my Lord Protector, 
Becauſe he is a Rock that Guards my Coaſt. 
Card, Good Heaven, what Arts has the Protector us'd . 
To charm you, Sir, that you can ſee all Loyalty | 
In him who means you hurt? and none in us, 
Who ſhew our Loyal Zeal to! guard you from him ? 
Were it but one of us that ſhewed this Zeal, 
It might be thought an Envy to his Greatneſs, 
And a deſign to get into his Office: 
'But fince we all unite our Accuſations, 
We can have no.defign but Loyalty, 
Since all of us cannot be Lord ProteQors. 
K. But alt may hope, though only one can be fo. . 
But come, my Lords, do not I know you all? 
I mind you often, when you think I do nor. 
You think I'm faſt aſleep to all this World, _ 
1 wou'd be ſo, but you diſturb my reſt, 
Ard break my ſlumbers with your furious Broils, 
And make me mind you whether I will or no. , 
1V 68 - 


® 'r7 o WTONGU YC 
- 


wwe, 


The MURDER of the D. of GLOCESTED. 


Suff. My.Lord Protector's Hawks towre like their Maſter, 


v1 
4, 


IS 


| 


ITT: 


*-, bo] 4 f - | -'S Ce 
. # | # 


Much more than me 3 es, Vet you erouble me, 
Trouble my Counſels, trouble my Devotions, 
Trouble my Sports ; but, Sirs, I thank you 'fori it, 
For by theſe Tempeſis you ſtir up the Mud 
That lodges in the bottom of this World, 
And make all Pleaſures here a: Puddle to me, 
And make me long for the: pure Joys above, 
To do me good, though you| detign me none. 
2x. Here I am tir'd with|everlaſting Preaching. 
Cird. The Kiog and I ought to change Oimcrs, 
'He is more fit to be a Pricſt|than T, | 
And I'm more fit to be a King than he: 
Thus Crowns and Mitres are at random thrown, 
And very ſcldom lght on. Heads that. ht 'em. 


Enter ane crying a Miracle. 


Gl. What means this noiſe ? 
One. A Miracle! A Miracle! 
Car. What Miracle? An Uſurcr made charitable ? 
A Lawyer honett, or a Courtier faithful, | 
A Woman conſtant, or a Souldier godly ? 
Suff. Come to the King, and tell him, Friend, whet Mirade, 
One. Forſooth a Blind Man at St. Albans Shrine, 
Within this half heur has receiv?d his light, 
A Man that ne'cr ſaw in his life before. 
Suff. That's a ſtrange Miracle indecd, ms Friend, 
K, Th* Eternal Goodneſs, and Omnipotence, 
Be prais'd, for all thy wondrous Works to Men; 
He has not only given this poor man fight, 
But by this miracle given light to truth. 
Card. 1 will be hang'd, iff this be not ſome damn Mm cheat (Hide 
Plaid by the Fryars: 1 who wait at the Altar, 
Know wcll-what tricks are plaid behind the A:tar, 
Yet I muſt countenance it with a grave look 
But ?tis ſtrayge fruth that Rands in need of lycs. | 
Well, Heaveh be prais'd, Sir, .for this miracle ; - fTo#he RK. 
Here come the Fryars and Townſwen on Proccilion, | 
To preſer.t your Majeſty with the man. 


| Extzr Abbot, Fryars, Mayor ef St. Abate, and his Brethren, 
bear. "g the Mai is a Chair, bis Wife with him, | 


Gl. Stand by, my Maſters, bring him near the Kiog) 
It is his Majeftics pleaſure to talk with him. 
K. Good 101 Wes tell us all the Fircumſanccs, 


That all of us may glorifie Heaven for thee. 
Wert thou born blind ? 
Simp. Born blind, an't pleaſe your Grace. 
Wife. | indeed was he forſooth: 
Suff. What Woman's this? 
Wife, His Wife, an't lize your Worſhip. 
Gl. If- thou had(t been his Mother, thou cou'dſi better © 
Have told. TH 
Suff. What thinks your Majeſty of. this ? (To th: 9s. 
©. Some trick 0? the Fryars to cheat the ſilly people; eky | 
They are all a pack o' Rogues. | | 
Suff. Oh! damn'd Rogues all. ( Aſide. - 
-K. Where wert thou born ?- | 
| Simp, At Berwick, an't pleaſe your Grace. 
Srff. So far in the North, and come hither for Cure ? 
What, was there ne'er a Northern Saint to help thee ? 
No Saint in Scotland ? j £7 
Simp. Not that I cer heard of : 
I never heard of any Saint in Scotland, 
An't like your Worſhip. 
Suff. Truly nor I neither. | 
2x. There is a Saint in Wales, Saint Tinifrid, 
Many miles nearer Berwick, than Saint Albans, 
Why didſt not go to her ? She's a good Saint, 
And does abundance of good Ofhces. 
Simp- She is fo, an t pleaſe you forſooth Madam, 
I've heard of her, but ſhe is ſo tull of buſineſs, 
Does ſo inany Cures for Engfiſh, Welſh, and Iriſh, -. 
That I was loath to trouble the good Lady: . 
Beſides, I was afraid ſhe wou'd not be 
At leiſure a great while to look to me, 
And I did long to get a little ſight forſooth. - | 
K. Poor Soul, Heaven's goodneſs has been great to thee, 
Heaven has open'd a new-'gate of comforts to thee, 
Shewed thee the richeſt brighteſt half of time, 
Turn®d o'er the guilded leaves of Natures Book, 
Where thou ſhalt read thi:gs thou cou'dii ne'er imagine, . 
Coyn all this golden time in praiſe and prayer, 
And thou ſha!t find too at. this gate of ſight, 
Armies of new temptations enter in, 
Therefore ſtand more than ever upon thy Watch. : 
Card, How this tale ſinks into-the King's ſoft Soul ! ' (Apdee*. 
A Cannon cou'd not ſhoot it. into mine 3 l 
Yet I muſt face this fable with my Scarlet, 
To make it paſs for the Honour of the Church, - 


. Upon ſuch Legs as theſe the poor Church halts, -. MY 


Fklagh » we © tobothve k it's s baltio og wich © our - Robes. 
2x. Tell me, good Fellow, cam'ſt thou here by chance, 
- Or out of pure Devotion to this Shrine ? 
Simp. Indeed forſdoth out of moſt pure To, 
Being call'd I'm confident a hundred times, 
And oftner in my ſleep by good Saint Albans. 
Suff. How did{i thou know| it was Saint Albans call'd thee > 
Simp. He (aid he was Saint| Albans, if it pleaſe you, 
Suff. He told thee in thy ſleep ſo }? 
Simp. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 
Suff. What faid Saint Albans # 
Simp. He ſaia, | Saunder, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, 
Come, offer at my Shrine, and I will help thee: 
Come, Farnder, COMCc. 
Wife. Indeed *tis true forſooth, 
For many a time and oft my felt have heard 
A voice to call him ſo. | 
Suff. What in thy ſleep ? 
T/ife. No forſfooth, waking, as I'm now | nfoork. 
Suff. Friend, thou wert much in good Saint Albans favour. 
” Simp. 1 eruly, 1 am much beholding to him. 
Card. What, art thou lame ? | | 
Simp. Yes, Heayen help me, Sir. S»f. How cam'Rt thou ſo> | 
Simp. By a fall from a Tree, | 
Wife. Yes, he fell down from a high Plum-tree, Maſter. 
Gl, Wert thou born blind, and yet wouldſt climb a tree ? 
Gimp. Never but once, Wk" then my Wife deſired me 
To get ſome Damfons for her, and I cou not 
y Deny her any thing, I lov'd her dearly, ſhe's a good Wife "Rv I 
' Card. Alas, good Couple. | 
Gl. This is a Rogue, and I'!l diſcover Him : ( Aſide. 
Let me ſee thine eyes ;—— winx now now open %em: 
1n my opinion yet thou ſceſt not well. 
Simp. Yes, Maſter, clear as day, I thank $& Albans. 
Gl: Sayſt thou me ſo? What colour is that Gown ? 
Simp. Red, Maſter, Red as Blood. 
Gl. Why, that's well ſaid. 
What colour is my Hat ? | 
Simp. Black, Black forſooth, Coal-black as Jet forſooth. 
K. Why, then thou know'ſt what colour Jet is of? 
Suff. And yet he ne'er ſaw Jet in all his lite. 
Gl. But Gowns and Hats before this:day good fore. 
IWife. Never before this day, in all hjs lite: 
Gl. VVhat's my Name, Sirrah? 
Simp. Maſter, I know not. | . 
Gl, YYhat is his Nome? 


> 


Simp. Indeed I know cot, Maſter, | 
Glo, No ? | 

Simp. No indeed. 

Gle. Nor his ? 


Simp. No truly Maſter. 
Glo What's thy own Name ? Can'ſt thou tell that ? 


Simp. My Naine is Saunder Sympcox, if it pleaſe you Miafter. 
Glo. Then Saunder Sympcox, you arc a Cheating Rogue. 

If you had be n born blind, you might as well | 

Have known our Names, as all the Names of Colours. .. 
Sight may diſtinguiſh Colours, but not Name 'em. 


| St. Albans here, my Lords, has done a Miracle; 


What if I do one, and reſtore this Cripple 
To his Legs again ? 

Simp. Oh! Maſter! that you cou'd. 
| Suff. How came St. Albans did not cure thy Larrcneſs 
As well as Blindneſs? | 

Simp. Nay, I know not, Maſter. 

Syff. Has he not Skill in Legs as well as eyes? 

Simp. Yes, f{urcly, Maſter, they arciall one to him. 

Suff. What he forgot e&'m then ? 

Simp. I know not, Maſter 3 
If ic had pleas'd him to have Cur'd my Legs, 

I ſhou'd ha? been moſi mightily bchold co him. 

Glo. T'le eaſe him of that trouble, 1 will Cre chee. 

Simpl. Ah, Maſter, that you cou'd. | 

Glo, I'le do't I ſay: 

Have you no Bezdlcs Mr Mayor ? and things call'd Whips ? 

Mayor. Here is the Bea. le, pleaſe your Grace. 

Glo. I ſee a Stool there, bring it hicher quickly. 

Now. Sirrah, if you mean to ſave your (eclt 
From Whipping, leap o'r this Stool and run away. 

Simp. Alaſs ! Maſter, Tam not able to (iand alone ;_ 
You go about to Torture me in vain. 

Glo. Wc<ll, Sirrah, I muſt have you find your Legs: 

Whip him till he leap O'r that ſaine Stool. : 

Simp, Maſter , What ſhall I do? I cannot ſtand, 

Glo. Leap Sirrah ! Leap ! 


Simp. Oh! oh ! — | 
Beadle IVhips him, be leaps over th: Stool, and runs away, 


and they cry a Miracle, follow, 
King. Do'ft thou behold thir Heaven? and bear thus long ? 
Glo. Bring back the Rogue, and take this Drabbe away. 
Wife. Alaſ! we did it for pure need, forſooth. 
Glo. Let em be Whipt through every Market Town, 
Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came. 
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ſ. Car, Heark you, Are not you n Company of "RY Fools 
|| To employ ſach a Silly Rogue as this ? (Softly to a Fryer. 
1 | That has ſhewn all your Cheats to the whole World ? 
'f Fry. My Lord, they were known to all Wiſe Men before ; ; 
4 Ard ſuch a Fool will ſerve to Couren Fools : | | 
WET | And Fools are thoſe that we muſt hope to ſtand by. (Exit. 


E, nter | Buckingham. 


King. What Tidivgs brings my Lord of Buckingham 2 
FINS Bru:. ” Such 'as my hcart dues rremble to relare ; 
f'! My Lord Proteftor's Wife has praQtis'd horridly, 
F' And dangerouſly againſt your Majefties Life —— 
{#' Fas dealt with Helliſh Conjuters and Witches 
'Þ To raiſe up wicked Spirits from under Ground 
|. To acquaint her with your dcftiny, and Councet her 
{ | How fhe may. ayd your Fate, and haſten ir. 
* | She's enquir'd too of the Infernal Orachc 
” The Fates of (cycral of your Majeſties Council ; 
We apprehended &m all in the Fact. 
Car. Ha ! Is ſhe fallen into our Trap ? that's s well! — (Aſide. 
And ſhe ſhall ſoon pluck her Duke Humphrey after. | 
{iy Lord ProteQor, your good [Lady finding, 
| She govcrns you, thinks the can rule the Devil, 
þ And have thinfernal Powers at her Command. 
| Heaven be Prais'd, Enzleind's Protedted well. 
Your Grace is Lord Protector bf the Kingdom, 
| Your Wife ries you, the Devil is her Protector, 
8 And (o the Devil is Englind's Lord Protector ; 
* 8 1 hope we ſhall diſplace his Devilthip. | 
Gl». And put a worſe D-vil jn if you ſucceed. 
Bit thele good Churchmen are |the heavenly comforts 
You give your Kinſiran in affliftion. 
You may inſult, for (ſorrow has ſo vanquiſhe me, 
The baſcft Groom may trample| on me now. 
King. What horrid things are practis'd in this World? 
Fow vile ones heap'confulion_ on their heads? 
Oz; My Lord, my Lord, you ſee your nett is tainted ; 
Look that your {lf be faultleſs you had beſt. 
Gl. Madam,. I will not anſwer for a Woinan : 
2 For my own ſcIf. fo heaven I appcal, | 
© Whoknowcs Low I have lov'd my King and Country. 
'1& And for my Wife, I know not how it flands, 
Sorry | am to hear what I have heard. 
Noble ſhe is,'but if ſhe have forgot 
| Hager and Vertuc, I will forget her, 
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And baniſh her my Bed, and my Acquaintance : : 
And give herup to the juſt puniſhmene 
Which ſhe deſerves for fo much wickedneſs, 
And ſo diſhonouring my honeſt Name. 
King. 1 will to London with what hafte I can, 
To look into this buſineſs thoroughly, 
And call theſe foul offenders to their Anſwers. 
(tx. Om. pre. Suft: nd” ts On, 
Re. My dear, dear Suffolk, how thou every momenc 
Heap'fi new delights on me? when thou didſt get for me 
The Engliſh Crown, thou didſi not pleaſe me more, 
Then now in getting me revenge-on E/ia10r. 
Treading on her, methinks I walk in Triumph 
To a fecond and more pleafing Coronation. 
Suff. I told you, Madam, I had ſnares for her. 
You were impaticnt and cou'd not tay 
Till things cou'd ripen. 
©4. Oh! thou art my Sun : 
My joyes and glories ripen, grow and flouriſh 
Under thy beautiful and glorious beams. 
Come lets go fee Dame E/ianor in her ſhame, 
The pleaſingſt fight in the whole World, next thee. 
Suff. Next fight le ſhew you, ſhall be Gloſter S fall; 
The good fond Husband will be loth to ſtay 
Behind his Wife, though ſhe goes to deſfiruQtion. 
Wo. Sure thou wert made o' purpoſe for my Love: 
Had heaven bid me ask for ſome great Merit, 
A Gift that might have ſhewed bounty divine, 
[ woulll have ſaid , Let S»ffolk heaven be mince ——- 


_—_—_ 
 — 
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Enter York, Salisbury, od Warwick. 


The SCENE the Duke of York's Houſe, long 
Scrowles lying on a Table. 


Ow my good Lords of Salirbury and Warwick, 
You have perus'd my Title to the Crown, 
I pray deliver me both your opinions. 
IWar. My Lerd,tis very plain,the Right \ a 


King Henry claimes the Crown from "Fob of Gann: 
- : Fourtly 


Torks 
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Fourth Son of Edward the 'T bird; Your Giace claims it 
From Lyonell Duke of Clarence the Third Son: 
Till Lyonels Ig fails, his ſhou'd not Reign, 
Ft failes not yet, but flouriſhes i in you, 
And in your Sens, fair Branches of your Stock. 
My Lord of Salisbary kneel we together, 
And in this private Room be we the firſt 
That ſhall Salute our Lawful Soveraign, | 
With the honor of his Birth-right to the Crown. 
Both. Long live our Sovereign , Richard King of England. 
York, My Lords, I give you both my hearty thanks; 
But ] am not your King till I be Crown'd, 
An1 my Sword ſtajn'd in the heart blood of all 
The Houſe of Lancafter ; and that's not ſuddenly, 
N »r very caſily to be oarform'd : 
W- mult ufc Counſel, Secreſy, and Courage: 
'Jo you as I doin theſe dangerous days, 
Wink at the Duke of S#ffolk's Infolence ; 
At Beauford's Pride; at Somerſet”s Ambition ; C: + 
At Buckirgham, and all the Crew of e'm, 
Till they have ſnar'd the good and wiſe [Duke Himpbry, 
Whoſe Vertues are ſo many C uardian Angels 
Both to the King and Kingdom ;| his deſtruction 
Theſe ill Men ſeek, and they in ſeeking that 


[ 


Shall find thcir own, if I can Prophelſie. 


Sal. My Lord, let us'break off, we know your Mind. 
* War. Therc's ſomcthivg great within my breaſt that tclls me, 


k The Day is coming , when the Earl of Parwick 
Sha!l make the 1' uke of Tork the King of England. " 


| The greateli Man 1n Exland but the King | 


To. And I ſhall live: to make |the Ea1l of Warwick "i 
its 


The SCENE the Court. 


Enter King and Queen, Duke of Suffo!k, Duke of Gleceſter, 
Cardinal, Elianor 4 Priſoner. 


 Xog. Madam, ſtand forth, and hear your Sentence from me: 
In ſight of heaven and me your guilt is great 3 
WA Crime. to which heavens Book adjudges Death 
WF Your Fcllow Criminals ſhall ſuffer Death 
Y 4nd "cis notorious falſe reaſoning 4 
”ou thou'd be ſpar'd, becauſe you are great and Noble ; ; 


Id i is us'd to ſuch falſe Reaſonings, | 
t's the cauſc there i is fo intle Trwh 1 ID it. 
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But I obſerve but few of the World's Cuſtoms, 
Nor will I now be lead away in this.” 
Then hear my Sentence; fince to your great Spirit 
There is no pain like ſhame; I Sentence you 
To bear the tort'ring ſhame of open Pennance: 
And ſince to live depos'd of all your Honors 
In ſome remote ſad deſolate obſcurity, 
Is to you pain like burying alive, 
I Sentence you to ſpend your days in Baniſhment 
With Sir obs Stanley in the Ile of Man, 
Eliz, Welcome my Baniſhment ; for 1 am ſure 
\ My doleful days will not be many there. 
Glo. Oh Wife! What. haſt thou brought upon thy ſelf ? 
Did not I timely warn thee of Ambition ; 
And ſay, one day *twou*'d do ſome diſmal deed ? 
The King has paſt a righteous Sentence on thee 
And none have reaſon tocomplain but I, 
Who innocently ſuffer in thy ſhame : 
My honor ſhares in all thy fad reproach, 
And my love ſuffers in thy Baniſhment, 
That I am puniſh'd c<qually with thee, 
Though I am innocent 3 and yet the King 
Does me no wrong at all : no Elinor, 
I ve reaſon to complain of none but thee, 
Who woud'ſt not take the Counſels that I gave thee, 
Out of dear Love to thee. | "2 
Eliz. IT ſee my folly. | ES OS 
Glo, Now haſt thou brought diſhonor on my age, | -—"———_ 
And ſhame and prief will fink me to my Grave. "* 
2s. My Lord, my Lord, you can be ſenſible 
| Of your Wive's ſhame; but not of che diſhonor 
The King and 1 both ſuffer'd by her Infolence. 
You weep, *cauſe ſhe muſt ſuffer an hours Pennance ; 
| But ſhe has made me ſuffer horrid Pennance 
E'*er ſince I was her Queen, both to my own, 
| And the King's ſhame and gricf, that you ne*r wept for. 
She muſt walk barefoot now upon the fſtoncs: 
Time was, ſhe trod on me, I was her way 35 
Which I endur'd to the King's ſhame and mine ; 
And you for that had very ſmall regret. 
Gl. Madam, if for her Crimes, her too great Crimes, 
The puniſhment the King has doom'd her to 
Be not enough, pray Sentence her to more ; 
But let her know an cnd of puniſhment, 


But if the Scale be full enough already, 
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As the juſt King, to poiz q it well, rhaceives; . 
Do not be heaping till it grows injuſtice. Lo 
2s. My Lord, ſhe deſexves more then (he ſhall ſuffer ; 
Only for the intulcrable rudeneſs 
Wherewith ſhe treated me her Qgeen to day; 
To call me to my Face a Beggars Daughter ? 
Suppoſe 1 were that miſerable Beggar, 
Is it well-done to tread on;Poverty ? 
But when by Birth heavea made me a great Princeſs, 
| And the King's Love made me a great Queen, her Qucen z 
For her to treat ine (0? Was that well done? | 
Suff. Yes, Madan, 'ewas well done for his Deſigns 
Of making her your Queen, your Majeſty her ſubjede : 
'That they had ſach Defigns, her preſenc. Crimes 
Are a ſufficient proofes and they did well 
To bring you to ſubje&ion by degrees. 
Car, All the refleQion I ſhall make is this 3* 
He who was Govern'd by ſo ill a Woman, 
Is very unfit to be the Kingdoms Governor 3 
She was his Counſellor, the Devil herss 
' ConjeQture then what his| Deligns mult be. 
Glo. Lord Cardinal, 1 am ſure of your gaod Word ; 
I ſee what all of you chirf for, my ruine. 
I had long ſince xemov*d out of your way, 
If duty to my King had not detain'd me: 
I was afraid to truſt him in your hands, 
But I perceive my ſtay occaſions him 
Perpetual trouble ; 9” the heavenly power 
Has an eſpecial eye to Sacred Kings. 
To his Protection then le leave the King, 
It the King will permic me, and retire 
To bear the heavy burden of my: gricfs. 
Qu. Pray do, my Lord, we't take you at your word. 
I ſee no reaſon, why a King of years 
Shou'd be Protected like |a: little Child : 
Relign your Staffe, and give the King his Kingdom, 
The Kirg by heaven's help may Govern. It. 
Xing. Do, do my Lord, fince they'l all have it (, 
I ſhall not want a Counſel, or ProteCtion, 
For heaven is my. hope, my ſtay, my guide. 
And go in peace, leſs powerful, Je(s great 3 
No leſs beloy d; l, by me; and all good Men. 
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The MURDER of the D. of GL.O07 


Enter York. 


Gto. Then here, moſt Sacred Sovereign, is my Staffe 3 
As willingly do I refign it to you, 
As ere your glorious Father made it mine. 
As willingly | lay it at your feet, 
As others wou'd ambitiouſly teceive it. 
Farewcll, good King, may you, when I am dead, 
Never have cauſe to ſhed one tear for mc. 
When is your Royal Pleaſure that my Wife 
Shall doher Pennance? 
King. Now, immediately. 
Glo, Come, tlianor, let us ſupport our Sorrows , 
Sorrow Is natural to this Vale of Tears. 
| My fall will rather p'caſure to me bring, 
It it ſhall cauſe no ſorrow to the King. | 
| (Exit Gloceſter, Elianor with a Guard. 
King Oh Lords, you have made me part with a good Man! 
I wiſh I may never have nced of him. | 
Tori, How ? Has the Duke reſign'd the Government ? 
©u, Yesz Henry now is Kingz and lam Queen 
And Humphry Duke of Glocejter ſcarce himſelf: 
Two of his ſtately Branches are lopt from him; 
His Wife is Baniſh'd, and his Staffe refign'd, 
And he will ſhortly wither with the Mayme. | 
To. As T wou'd with: How have theſe baughty Lords (afides. "ay, 
Moſt ſubtilly wrought their own deſtruCtion ? | | 
For now the King lics open to my Sword 3 
Buc they ſhall periſh with him for theis Villanics. 


*T 


A Shout : Enter Buckinghatn. 


King. Now ! What's the News ? 
Buck, May it pleaſe your Majelty, 
The Combate 'tweeri the Armonrer and his Mar, 
'Uhe Appellant, and Defehdapt has been fought, 
According as your Majeſty appoiated : 
Truth has prevail'd 3 the Guilty Armourer, 
Worlted by his Servant, has confeſt the Treaſon. 
King. Where is the Fellow ?” 
Buc, They ate both without. 
Come in 
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E ner Armorer and. bis Man with a Guard. 


King. What Fellow, did you (feak the words ? 
Arm. Yes, pleaſe your Majeſty, 
King, Yet you deny'd 'em. 
Ar. 1 was unwilling to be hang'd an't pleaſe you. 
King, But not unwilling to deftroy thy Soul, 
By ſpilling of an innocent Fellows blood, 
As thou haſt done, if right had not prevail d. 
Buck, Sir, it was right indeed that did prevyall 3 
I never ſaw poor Fellow ſoafraid, 
As the Armorer's Servant was in "all my lifc, 
And yet he bearc his Maſter by his Innocence, 
Arm. It was my Conſcience beate me, and not he, 
If my own Conſcience had not fought againſt me, 
I cou'd have beaten twenty ſuch as he, 
Pet. 1 do not know that, for-though I was afraid 
'E're 1 came to it, now I know what it is, 
I do 'not care if I have tCother bout. 
King. There's miſchict in this Buſineſs, I diſcern it; 
The Common People have been tamper'd with, 
To try how they will like a change of Princes 3 
And to make way for it, my right is queſtion'd, 
And my good Lord ProteQor ſent away from me. 
Oh! heaven, if I be uſeful to my People, 
' Preſerve me, for their ſakes, from wicked Men ; 
"If I be not, extend thy Providence 
To them, and let what will become of .me. 

Go lead thac Traycor to the Death he merits, 
Thou honeſt man, whoſe truth and innocence 
Heaven has reveal'd, by me.ſhall be rewarded. 

Exit Omnes pre. Suffolk and the Queen. 
x. Now it goes excellently well indeed ! 
This haughty Woman tumblcd in the dirt, 
So far beneath 'my feet I cannot tread upon her. 
Duke Humphrey's charming Rod broken'in pieces 3 
Wherewith he |kept, as in a Conjurers Circle, 
The King and|Kingdom both out of our reach. _ 
Srff. Did not I promiſe you there ſhou'd be nothing 
In Enzland, Madam, that your Soul cou'd wiſh for 
Pd not make yours? | 
Lu. And thou haſt kept thy Word. : 
Seff. 1 think I promis'd you, that wonderful, 
That raviſhing| moment, when I firſt beheld you, 
Whea Fortune prodigally propitious to ME 
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With Lawrek cxown'd my Swotd,, my Arms 'w WE 
Flung Captive in my Armaſugh tendons Boa: _— | 
That when I aw it, I cry/d/out:amaz?d, ©, *? 
Our chundring Canons ſure, has'tore the Heavens, | 
And through the Chryſtal breach, an Abgel's dropr. 
2s. And I, when firft I aw brave Suffolk ſhining 
In Armour Victory, but moſt of all : Li | 
In his own Charms! Oh! Aid 1 tomyCelf, . | 
T'le wonder now no more the Engliſh Conquerors. 
They are Angels all, or Angels fight. for km. + 
Suff. T molt unworthy to ſupport {Þ beighe 
A Heaven of Beauty, did retire to gaze, 
Whillt all my Soul came crowding to my eyes, 
And thruſted till it almoſt cracke-the Witidows 3: 
Then like a laden Thief, that ſtoke mote Wealth _ 
Than he cou'd ſpend in all his Life, runs back 
And lock't it up ſecure in every Room. 
9s. In vain is this rich guilding of chat hour, 
Which only was the portaf of bar tv. | 
Since weare enter'd, and poſſeſs the Palace, 
How I then wonder'd;i and how finte I lov'd, 
Let all the Gardens, Groves, and happy Rooms, 
That have been aiding to our Plcaſures, tell. 
So full of Life and Soul our Joys have been, | 
We have almoſt ſcatter*d: Lite toiali ghings round us. 
A thouſand times ve thoughdthe/wanton Pictures, 
Have ſtriven to leap out: of theis Gotden 'Frames 
That held *em Captive, .and come ſhare with us. 
A thouſand times, methought, I've feen theix Mouths —__. 
Striving to break the painted ſhadows Bonds, [ 
That held *em bound in everlaſting filence, 
And burſt into a Laughter,. and a Rapture. 
Sf. I never minded Pires, when a Subltance 
Of ſo much Beauty lay in my-embraces ; 
Nor Venus Picture, no nor Vernar's (elf, 
Cou'd have extracted a regard from me. 
©z. How often has our Love in Groves and Gardens 
Fi!l'd every Creature near us-with ach. Spirit, 
That they have danc'd to Death-as they were ſtung 3 
The Birds have chirp'd their lictle fouls away, 
The Turtles bill'd till they have no breaths 
The Winds have ſported wantonly around us, 
Till they have {woun'd away- into a.Calm. 
Suff. Yet all this Love and Beauty whith cou'd make 
The ſapleſs trunk of adead- Tree to bud, 
Can-put no warmth into the frozen King) 
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9s. Oh! te: my Hoc He depth of Wints, $1 
Wich Cheeks all 1 noimick Bm Foe 
And Lips fo cold, each kifs x vr apnea rraaed | 
Suff. Alas ! How, t \onek 6 1rv gen m__ otherwiſe 
He comes from kifling. Braz 
And Bones, and of Saints, ——_ were more cald 
When. they were living, than | _— be when dead. 
2x. Well, next to Love, ! ge wh 1577 a caſte, 
Let us go take ome private ſtand; and 
Dame Eliznor in her ridiculous Powp Gr 
Walking the Streets, |in her White Garment barefoot, 
Holding a burning Torch to light her ſhame; 
A gaping Crowd, and threng of hooting Boys 
Following her Train, and the|Belconies fill'd. 


F With laughing Ladies, wh&m\ ſhe one*'d contemn'd. (4 ' "Hg 
j 4 Bears 7 they are cominge let” $: not. looſe the Fleaſure, :  Fais, 


The SCENP, a Street. | 


Emer Duke Humphry, and © Mew 7 "nt Mouraing Choke: 


Gl. oh ! What a Change i is hee in my enditien > 


- Fallen from the higheſt Pinacle.of Glory, 


Down to the lowelt depth:of Shame'and Ruine.. 


| From being Ruler of the King and.Kingdom, 


To be the Scorn and| Sport: of ;corhmon' Fellows: 


; Oh ! Elizxor! I've wrong'd my fa and thee. 


By doting on thee, beyond bounds of Reaſon. 
Thy Errors did appear to me all Excellencies. 


| / But chou poor Nell, haſt puniſhment enough, + 


Fle not heap more on thee. by;my Complaints. 
Alas ! how will thy tendez Feet- endure: :2 | * 
To kiſs the rugged face of cutting Flints ? - 
How hardly will thy | noble Spirit breok. 
The abje People gazing on thy Face, 
With ſcornful looks. deriding-thy Diſgrace,. 
Who lJatcly followed [thy proudſhining Chariot, 
And- did not care«what dirt the Wheels flung on 'em, = 
Might they be bleſt out with a/ look from thee. ( 4 ſhout, 
Bur ſoft ! I think ſhe come's } and Ile prepare 
My Tear-ſtain'd Eycs, to ſee her Milſcries. 
Serv. So, pleaſe your Grace, we'll force her from the Sheriff. 
G!. No, itir not-for your hives, ſhe ſhall ſubmit 
To what the King was php! J infli& upon hex. 
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Enter the Ducheſs in a White Sheet, a" Taper burning in ber © 
| Hand, Sheriff; and Officers, * 


El. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my* ſhame? 
Can you endure it? If you have no Tenſe | * 
Of my great Sufferings, pity your ſdlf, ; 
For you jn ſecing my ſhame do Penance with me. - * 
Seehow the gaping Multitude all point - 
And nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on you. 
Ah! my Lord! hide you from' their odions looks, 
And ſhut up in your Cloſet, *'mourn my, ſhame, 
And curſe mine Enemies, both'mine and yours. 
Gl. Be paticnt gentle Nell, forget this grief. 
E7. Firſt teach'me to forget my (elf and you; 
For whilſt I think I am your Wife, and you 
A Prince, and Lord ProteQor of the Kingdom, ' 
Mecthinks this ſhou'd not be my Garb, and Pomp, 
IT ſhou'd not thus be lead along the Streets *- 
Wrapt up in ſhame, with Papets on my Back, > $0 
And followed by a Rabble, that rejoyce - 
To ſee my Tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd Groans. « 
The pitYe(s Flints gaſh deep my tender Feet, 
And when I ſtart, the envious 'People lavgh, - - 
And bid me be adviſed how I tread: *' © 
Gl. What if they do, my Love? What matter is it ? 
They do but ſhew their low degenerate natures. - 
Wert thou condemn'd into a Wilderneſs, 
Would'ſt thou expe to have the Tygers court thee, 
The Lions flatter thee, wild Beaſts adore thee; 
Theſe Crowds are little better, httle gentler. 
El. Oh! I cannot endure this heavy ſhame, 
| My Soul boyls under it, and my Heart breaks. 
I never will bchold the Sun again ; 
Nor face of Humane Creature ! Dark obſcurity, 
Where never eye of Man, nor voice of Fear 
| Can penetrate, ſhall coyer me for ever, 
Out of the ſight and memory of-the. World, 
And bury all the World too out of mind. 
Nay, if Love will not be too hard for me; 
- I will not let thee come into my mind. . i: 
For, oh! what deadly forrow will it'breed, * ' 
To think I am the Duke of Glocefter*s Wite: 
And he a Prince and Governour of England : 
| Yet ſo he Rul'd; and ſuch a Prince he was, 
As he ſtood by, whilſt his forlorn Ducheſs 
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Was made a wonder and a Pointing 
ru " cry .idle alga] all 
be! wou'dſt | bare. mende?- 2, 
> Nay, pecking) he nothing, | 
Be mild, and tames Nl Bee , at my ſhane. 
Be fiirr'd at nothing, *til of Death. 
| Fall on thy ſelf, as ſhortly ſure 165 Willy. | 
For Suffolk, he that az, do; all. in. alk; 
With that vile Woman, who abhars. us-all ;, 
And Tork, and impigus.B CY that falſe Hhjel 
Have all laid Snares, whigh.t 60k alt ngy 
But fear not thou, until. 1 Gig 
Nor ever ſcek preventiog oy. — 
Till thou art fallen lowey thanh am, now. 
GI. Ah! Nell, forbeas, fox now thou ain & awry; 
L- muſt offend before. I can be; burt i 77 - 
And had I twenty times- many. Rs | | 
And each of e*m had-wouty: times their power, : 
Not all of &m cou'd work me- any damage. 
So long as.I am Loyal,, True, and Faultleſs.;_ 
But thou wou'd*ſt have me reſcue thee from ſhame. 
EE: I cannot do it, frem theſe Okkicers 
's$ & Tf I ſhou'd force thee, I can ne?re redeem thee 
Þ From th* everlaſting Scandal that. will follow thee. 
Thy greateſt help is quict, then ſweet Nel;, | 
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is: I pray thee ſort thy, Beage with, Patience, 


Exter. 2. Herald. 


Her. 1 ſummon your {= fo, hjs Majcſlies Parliament 
Holden at Bury, the firſt of f- this next Month. 
Gl. And my conſent ne're ask'd herein before ? | 
This is cloſe dealing. Well, I. will be there. (Ex. Herald: 
E1. Lo you my Lord ! What think you now ? 
GI. I think EF 
My Love as thou doſt, Miſchief i is Jef gn'd me, 
But if my Innocence will not protetF-me, | 
Guilt ſhall not do it; I will keep my Loyalty, 
Whilſt I can keep my Life. | 
El, Oh! that I fear 1] 
Will not be long. | 
Gl. Well, Heaven's wilt be done. 
{| Love, I muſt rake my leave, and Maſter Sherif, 
# Let not her Penance excced the. King's Commiſſion. 
if Sber. An't pleaſe: your Grace, here my Commiſſion ſtay? - 
$3; And Sir Jobs Sis is apprintce now, 
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The MURDER of the Dio \ Gr 
Stanly. Soam I given in charge, an'e.p! 

Gl. Pray uſc her well, the world nm SO 
AndI may live to return any Kladnefs 
You do to her; and & dear Love fareipel. 


c ur Grace. - Es 


El. Oh! flay! and dd not make our fere\yet fliorr, * * 


For this is the laſt time I_e*re ſhall ſee thee. 
Gl, Do not lay fo, my Love, TT. 
El. I know it is. — 
Thy Enemies are powerful, and many, 
And thy own Innocence will betray thee to em, 
GI. I hope not ſo, I doubt not but to ſcape 
From all their Snzres ;' and if 3 do, Ie come 
And find thee out in thy poor barren Iſland, 
There we'l be all the World to one another. 
In that moſt deſolate mournful abode 
We will be happier, then &'re we were 
In the high ftarely building of our Greatneſs, 
Whoſe walls were. Vanity, foundations Rottenne(s, 
Oh ! I can ſpeak no.more to thee' for! Tears. '-* 
Once more farewe. 2 Px 
El. All comfort go with thee, EE 
For none abides with me, my Joy ts death; 
Death, at whoſe name I oft have been afraid, 
Becauſe I wiſh't this World's eternity ; 
But now I wiſh the World| were at an end. 
Stanly, 1 prethy go, and take me hence, 
T care not whether, for I beg no favour. 
I care not what becomes of wretched me; 
My Honour is for ever funk in ſhame, 7 
And my Lord loſt ainong his Enemies ; 
For I am ſure they!) murder him amongſt e*rn, 
And I ſhall never never ſce him more. | 
Prethee conveigh me where thou art commanded. 
Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the Ifle of May, 


There to be us'd according to your State. 
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EL, According to my State? How's that ? Reproachfully ? 


For now my State is vileſt |Infamy. 


Stan. Like to a Ducheſs, and Duke Hwmphyy's Lady, 


According to that ſtate you ſhall be us'd. 
E!. Sheriff, farewel, I wiſh no harm to thee, 
Though thou haſt been conductor of my ſhame. 
Sher, It is my Office, Madam pardon rfte.| + 
El. 1, I, farewel, thy Office is difcharg'd- 
Come, Stanly, let us go. | 


Stan. Your Penance done ; 
Now, Madam, if you pkaſe, throw off your ſheet. 
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El. My ae bn a off, Sith'n my ſheet. 
No, it will hang upon ny kg wg: obes. © 
All Sin will meet RR firſt or laſt, : 
I hope my Crown! s to Ons and my ſhame Lacus 
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Enter ml njog, Queen, Cutinal, Sur, York, Buckingham. 


King. Admire my Low) of of Gloceſter i: is' not come, 
"Tis not his wont to be the hindmoſt Man, 
What ere occaſion keeps him from us now. 
®ucen. Do:you not, ſee his alcer'd Countenance? 

With what a Majeliy. he, bcars binſclf ? | 
How proud, how: peremptaryy bow unlike himſelf > ? 
We know the time when .he_ was mild and affable, 
And if we did but. AS a far-off look, 
Immediately he was: upon his -Knee, 
That all the Ceurt admir'd, his great humility. . 
But now he frowns, and paſſes Qifly by, 
Scorning to ſhew |us any regard at all. 

Suff. Madam, moſt true, Has not the King obſery'd. 
© This carriage in him ? | 

9. He will ſee no ill in_ him. 
Come, Sir, he is a Man exceeding dangerqus, 
He is no inconſiderable Perſon. 
Firſt, he is next the Crown, if you ſhou'd fall 
He is the next chat Mounts; that 'tis ill policy 
To truſt him with! your Royal Perſon and Councels, 
Whoſe rancorous mind: is now Prepar d for miſchict, 
And whoſe advantage i is the King's deſtruction, 
Who elſe will gain by it 2 We ſhall be (ad loofers ; 
But he will compaſs all his heart can wiſh, 
Your Kingdoms, | and revenge upon his Enemics. 

Card, The two great Idols of a proud mans heart. 

Suff. Oh ! his Soul ſwcll's with rancour as *twere poylon'd, 
He foams with Gall, and his Eyes flaſh with fury. 
I (aw him th" other day pals by the King, 
And Queen, as they were walking in the Garden, 
He meaſur'd oft| the King frum Head to' Foot 
With a diſdainful cye, as who ſhou'd ſay, 
Hewry, Thou art too little for thy T hrone, 
I hen. wou'd he caft a dow: -look on the King, 
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And preſs him with his eye to the Earth; and ook 06 hw 
As tbe lay —_— _ Feet Kay obs I 0 9 Rag Eq 
Nay, under th*' Earth y and then he ſtampe. Le ian op 
Towards Paxt's, where his Wife lately we ye obnel + 
As who ſhou'd ſay, Oh! Heyry, very ſhortly 
My Wife ſhall tread on thy cold Monument 
With as much pride, as thou haſt "made her trezd 
With her bare fect, yon cutting Flints with ſhare. 
In ſhort, all his demeanour is of late ; 
So raging, haughty, frantique and intolerable, 
That I bclieve the Devil which' his Wife 
Conjur'd from Hell, is gotten into his Breaſt. 

Card. He was 2 great frequenter of the Chappel, 
No Man ſo conſtant, no Man| fo devour.:: * 
The loweſt bower to the Altar there,- 
The higheſt lifter np of eyes to Heaven, 
The humbleſt kneeler on the! Marble Floor. 
But now, as if he had gain'd all the Heaven, 
He aim'd at by devotion, the Kingdom; 
His Knees no more lick up the Chappel Duſt 
To blind the People's eyes, they are: blind enough. 
He takes no more the Chappel in bis way, + | 
He thinks he is at his journeys end, the Throne. 

«. That's the next-thing, Sir, makes him dangerous ; 

He has, by his Hypocriſie and-Fhtfery,!: - 
So gull'd the creduſous Commons: bf *their hearts, - 
They'l venture Hanging at any tinte to Crown him, 
And think it Martyrdom'to die for him. 

King. Theſe things are very bad, if they be truc. L- | 
Suff. True, Sir? His Wive?s crime prove e*m3 what do you high, Y 
Did inftigate that Bedlam brainitck Woman - 1; byrct] 55}. Wb 
To her foul fault. but his foul ſubornation ? | 

Or if he were not privy to her wickedneſs,.. 
At leaſt high vaurts of his Succeſſion. 
And lertirg fall ſome words to' pleaſe her pride, 
To ſhc.w «tat high.deiigns he had near Birth, 
Made the prutid frantique Wounan-run immediately; 
To fetch a ci1ſed Mid wife out of Het -- 5 | 

King. Indeed, that was *a yery wicked-FaCt.  * 

Suff. Oh} Sir, the Duke of Gloceſtey is a Man 
Unſounded yet, and full of deep deceit, 

Card. Sir, he appears to you to be a Man 
Of great Humanity, Vilencſs, and Gentlenels, . 
There's not a greater T\ rant upon Earth. 
If any ſmall Offences had: at any time | | 
Tript up the heels of any of his Encmics,. : _ ORE" 
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And thro þ uf in his Power), [he ods em. 

Beyond all ounds either of Law or, Manhoog. 

He has torn. their. Bodies @ by! horrid Deaths, : 

As if to put affronts uppn that peaceful + | 

Chriſtianity which forbids all Revenge, 

He'd put a cheat upon the ReſurreQion, 

And tear that Articlei gut, of pux Creed. 
King. Can this be true ? | How: chance I never, heard of it? 
Card. Whoever durſt acquaint yqu this befoxe? 
Suff. Whoever had your Ear but he till now ? 
Kinz. The meaneſi pooreſt SaþjcR in my Kingdom 

Had it, and hall, as much as he or avy Man, 

| (Card. Ay! you like Heaven,| Sir, gave acccls to al!, 

But he was that eternal Perſegutipn, 

All Cuffer'd that devoutly wou'd approach you. 
King. If this this |be true, what a vile thing is May? 
To. Sir, his inſatiable Avaricc 

Makes two great Crowns fie looſely on your Head. 

He ſqueez'd the Engliſh Purſes <j}l Blopd: follow cd, 

Upon pretence to pay yours Troops in Fraxge, 

So almoſt tore this Kingdom from ics Loyalty, 

Then by not ſending any of ;that Money 3 | 

He ftarv'd your Troops, and almoſt loſt you Fraxce. 
Buck, Oh! there/arc horrid Crimes lic hid in ſmooth 

Duke Humphrey, which the ting will bring to light. 
King. My Lords, you ſeem[:tq take great carc gf m me 

Tf it be rca!, it defexviey. gread praiſes,  - 

But ſhall I ſpeak my Conſcience freely to you? 

No Man, Pme ſure, no Monarch ſhou'd diſſemble, 

I -do not, cannot think the Duke of G/oceſter 

T bat horrid thing you reprefent-him to me. 
Card. Then what are we, Sir? 
King. My Lord Cardinal; | 

T'le tcll you what my Father (aid you were, 

His Reaſon was as piercing as his Sword 3 

And he from depth | of Knoyledg, not trom Propheſi ic, 

Said, That if e're you were @ Cardinal. 

You'd make your Cap vye with your Prince's Crowne 

As for theſe Lords, I wo*ld entreat of them 

To think that I have Eyes as well as they. 

ſf my Lord Duke of Gloceſter had fuch Sores 

Break out-of him as theſe, I ſhou'd ha' (cen em 

Some time or other, ſure, as well as they. 

Tf he bad plaid ſuch Proteus tricks as theſe, 

Some time or other, ſure, I ſhou'd have catch'd him: 


Bat if he be the Monkter they baye paintcd him, 


Then 


The MURDER of the D.of GLOCESTE! 


Then what a horrid villanous thing is Man ? 
Who wou'd not rather live with Wolves than Men ? 
For a Wolf ſhews his nature, but a Man 

Appears a Lamb, when he is moſt a Wolf. 

If fo, then I muſt fly from all of you; 

For now when you ſeem Lambs, you may be Tygers. 
2. Sir, on my knees I humbly fall before you. (Kneelr.) 

And beg with Tears, do not give up your ſelf ” | 

And all of us to Death by incredulity. 

I am a poor weak Woman, and a Stranger, * 

And of a Nation for whom your Subjeas 

By Nature, have an inbred ſcorn and hate, 

Which great ſucceſſes, greatly have improv'd. 

And, Sir, my baniſh't Enemy ths Ducheſs, 

Will in the Rocks of her poor barren Iſland, 

Sit brooding Vengeance, and when you are dead, 

The Eagles ſhe has hatcht ſhall tear my Soul out, 

And who in England can or will protect me ? 
Suff. And all of us are in the ſame condition. All kneel, | 
2z. Then if you think theſe Lords, Sir, have no Loyalty, 

Nor I the conſort of your Youth no love, | 

- Yet think we have ſome kindneſs for our ſelves, 

And in your preſervation ſeek our own. 

King. Riſe my dear Love} riſe all of you my Lords; 

Tf I have injur'd you by my ſuſpitions, 

I pray forgive me, you perhaps a ſeen. 

More in the Duke of Gloceſter, than I have. 

I muſt confeſs I'me. of a temper fram'd , 

Wakeful to holy thinks, drowzy to carthly 3 

I'me as unfit for Earth, as ſome for Heaven. 

Yet knowing I'me the Shepherd of my Flock, 

T rouſe my ſelf to attend upon my Duty, 

But oft 1 charm my ſelf aſleep again 

With the Czleſtial Muſick of Religion, 

And then a Wolf may ftcal upon my ſleep 

And I not ſee him, which perhaps you may. 

That, Sirs, I thank you. all for your kind carc- ; 
Card. Sir, we have faithfully diſcharg'd our Conſciences, 

' King, You have done well, I thank you all; but pray 

Give me good proofs of what you have alledged. 

*Tis not enough to ſay, in ſuch a Buſh 

There lies a Thicf, in ſuch a Cave a Beaſt, 

But you muſt ſhew him to me cre I ſhoot, 

Elſe I may kill one of my firagling Sheepy 

I'me fond of na mans Perſon but his Vertue. _ 

Prove that the Duke and Loyalty are ſtrangers. 
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ind he and 1 will be as far aſunder 
\c Life and Death, the Grave ſhall be betwixt us. 
Suff. Oh! Sir, we ſhall not want ſufficient proofs. 


Enter the Duke of Gloceſter, they all fart: 4 ſoon as he comes in. 
Card. See! ſee! the Duke is here. 

King. Ha! they all ſtart | | 

At the firſt ſight of htm, I like not that. — ph (Afde.) 

_ Gl, All happineſs attend my Lord the King. 

Pardon, Royal Sir, that I have ſtayed fo long. 

Suff. My Lord of Gloceſter, you are come too ſoon, 
Unleſs you were more Loyal than you are. 
My Lord, I here Arreſt you of high Treaſon. 

Gl. My Lord of Suffolk, you ſhall not ſee me bluſh, 

Nor change my Countenance at this Arreſt. | 
King. As they to ſce him did he twits e'm well. — (Aſides 
Gl. Innocence is not very eaſily daunted. 

Who can accuſe me ? Wherein am I guilty ? 

Yo. 'Tis thought, my Lord, that you took Bribes from France, 

And being ProteRor, ſtaid the Souldiers Pay, 

By means whereof all France is almoſi loſt. 

GI. Is it but thought ſo? What are they that think fo ? 

ing. Ha! Is it come but to a thought already ? (Afde.) 

"Gl. I never rab'd the Souldiers of their Pay. 

Nor ever had one penny Bribe from| France. 

But I have rob'd my (elf both day and night 

Of all my reſt, to ſtudy good for England. 

The Farthing that &'re I wreſted from the King, | 

Or hoarded up for my own private uſe, 

I wiſh may canker all, I can call mine; 

But I have wreſted from my own Revennes 

Many a Pound, and given among the Garriſons, 

Becauſe I wou?d not Tax the needy Commons, | 

And never ask'd for Reſtitution. 

Card. It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay A much. 
- G/. 1 ſay no more than eruth, ſo help me Heaven. 

Yo. In your Prote&torſhip, you did invent | 
Strange and unheard of Tortures for Offenders, 
That England was defam'd by Tyranny. 

Gl, It is well known, Pity was all my fault 3 

For I ſhou'd melt at an Offenders tears, | 

And humble words were Ranſom off. for Faults. 

I never gave condign Puniſhment, 

Unleſs the Offender were a bloody Murtherer, 

Or xavcnous Thief, that flceg'd poor Paſſengers. 
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Suff. My Lord, theſe Faults |are caſie, quickly anſwer'd; 


But mightier Crimes ſhallbe laid to your Charge, 
From which you cannot eafily purge your ſelf. 

I then Arreſt you in his Majeſtic's Name, 

And here Commit you to my Lord Cardinal, 
| To keep you ſafely till your time of Trial. | 

King. So, they ſcarce know what to accuſe him of 

And yet Arreſt him, now I find e'm out, 

My Lord of Gleefter, *tis my ſpecial hope, 

That you will clear your ſelt from all Suſpition ; 

My Conſcience tells me you are Innocent. 


Gl. Ah! Gracious Prince, theſe Days are dangerous: 


Vertue ne*re ſaw good Times, but one wou'd think 
If ever it ſhou'd find e'm *twou'd be now, 
Under the Reign of ſuch a Saintlike King. 

But now the Devil rages more than ever, 
*Cauſe from the Angel-vertues of the King, 
He almoſt fears the downfal of his Kingdom. 
Under the Reigns of wicked Kings he fleeps, 
Becauſe he knows they do his Buſineſs for him 3 
But new he let's out all his fierceſt Fiends, 

And bids them do his worſt, or all is loſt. 
Rancour, Ambition, and foul Subornation, 

Are all at work to take away my Life, 

The Devil will not be content without it. 

If I by Death cou'd ſerve My King and Country, 
"de freelier give my Life, than theſe Lords take it. 

King. My Lord, my Lord I do believe you. 

Gl. Sir, I humbly thank you for your Royal Charity, 
All theſe Lords know what you believe, my innocence. 
Sad were my caſe, if there wereproots as ſtrong 
Of their foul Charge, as their foul Hate and rancour. 
Their very looks are witneſſes againſt e'm. 
Beauford's red ſparkling eyes tell his hearts malice, 
And Sfolk's cloudy brow his ſtormy hate. 

Sharp Buckingham unburden's with his Tongue, 
The envious load that lies upon his heart. 

And dogged Tork that reaches at the Moon, 
Becauſe I have pluck?d back his roaming Arm, 
Endeavours to pull Vengeance on my Head, 
Nay, my Queen has with the reit conſpir'd, 
And with her beſt endeavour has ſiirr'd up 

My Gracious King to be my Enemy : 

Ay, all of you have laid your Heads together, 
I had notice of your Plots and Conventicles, 
And all to take away my guiltle(s Life, 
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all not want falſe Witneſs to condemn me, 
r ſtore of Treaſon to augment my Guilt. 
Card, His railing, Sir,| is moſt intolerable, 
thoſe that watch to kcep your Royal Perſon | 
>m Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traytor's rage, 
thus upbraided, chid,' and rated at, | 
d the Offender granted ſcope of ſpeech, - 
will cool Men's zeal to ſerve your Majeſty. 
Szff., Has he not twit our Sovereign Lady here 
ith ignominious words, though ſubtilly coucht ? 
if ſhe had ſuborned Villains to {wear 
Iſe Allegations, to deſtroy his Lite ? 
©x. But I can give the looſer leave to rail. 
ſhrew the Winners, for they play me falſe, 
1d well ſuch Looſers may have leave to ſpeak. | 
Buck, Hel wrelſt the ſence, and hold us here all day. 
ay, my Lord Cardinal, look to your Priſoner. + 
Card. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him ſure. 
GI. Ah! thus King Henry throws away his Crutch, 
fore his Legs be firm to bear his Body. 
rewel moſt gracious Sovereign, Heaven proteQ you, 
DU ne're ſigod morein need of his Protection, | 
r I'me afraid if Heaven does not ſave you, 
n willnotz Oh ! that all my fears were groundleſs. 
ing. Stay Uncle, let me embrace you e*re I. go ! 
wiſh, (I ſpeak it here before their faces ) 
wiſh my Enemies had but. thy innocence, 
in thy face behold, what I ne're ſaw, 
r in their looks, or any of their aGions, | Ts 
map of Honour, Truth, and Loyalty. 
Card. Oh! Sir ! and do you thus —— ? —— 
King. Nay, Sirs, permit me, 
"u from my Boſom tear my beſt of Friends, 
/ wiſeſt Councellor, my faithfuPſt Servant, 
id the great torment forces me to ſpeak. = 
1! yet, good Uncle, is the hour yet to come 
rat ere I found youfalſe, or fear'd your Faith. 
t there are louring Stars envy your ſiate. 
r theſe great Lords, and Margaret your Queens - 
ſeek ſubverſion of your harmleſs life, 
d I your King want power to ſave you from e'm. 
Gl, Ah, gracious Sovereign, ſend me quickly hence; 
hat ever innocence I had before, _ | 
ne growing a great Criminal, my ſtay 
xes make me guilty of your Royal Sorrows. | ; 
King. Thou necd'ſi not beg to be ſent hence, thy Encmics 
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Will quickly ſend thee hence in ſpite of me. 
Gl. Oh! what a World is this,. when ſuch a Kin 
Has little Power, becauſe he has too much Gans. 
Card. The Duke ſure bears about him ſome Enchantment, 
Wherewith he docs bewitch the King! — Away with him. 
Gl. IT will away; and from the/World and you 
Cou'd part, with greater joy than e*re man left _ 
A howling Deſert full of Savage Beaſts, | 
Did I not leave my Sovercign behind. 
But, Ol ! the joy of my eſcape is daſh'd, 
When I remember I have left him there 
Bewildred, and no one fo be his guid, 
Begirt by Wolves, and none to be his guard. 
Card. What, arc we Wolves ? He does improve in railing. 
Gl. Prove your ſelves otherwiſe, I ſhall be glad ; 
Let all your wickedneſs end at my death, 
And Ple forgive you that with all my heart. 
I will thank Heaven for my deſtiny, 
If as the Roman Curtizs, ſtop'd the Plague 
By leaping down into the gaping Earth ; 
So I by being thrown into the Grave, 
Cou'd top the plague of your Ambition. 
But I'me afraid I ſhall do no (uch miracle. 
_ Swff. This is intolerable! My Lord Cardinal, 
Why do you ſtand fo tamely, and permit him 
To wound both yours, and all our Honours thus ? 
Card, I will endure no more, away with him. 
King. Farewel, good Man. | 
Gl. Farewel, oh ! beſt of Kings. ( Exit with a Guard. } 
King. So the inhumane Souldicr from the panting 
Breaſts of his trembling Mother tears an Infant, 
And carries it away before her face 
Upon bis bloody Spear ; whilft ſhe looks on 
And ſwoons, and falls, and dares not call for help. 
Even ſo rcmorſcleſs ha' they born him hence, 
 Whil I withas unhelpleſs tears bewail 
The good Man's injuries, and with dim'd eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good, 
So mighty are his vowed Enemies 
Whom he I'me ſire ne're wrong'd, he ne*re wrong*d any Man, Exh. 
2x. Do you \ce, my Lords, in what acaſe we are? 
The King will hear nothing againſt the Duke. 
The King .is cold, full of fooliſh pity, 
And Gloceſter's ſhew beguiles his caſte miad, 
Juſt as a Snake roul'd in a flowry Bank, 


Which ſhining checker'd ſlough does ſting a Child, 
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That for the beauty. thinks it excellent. 
Bclieve me, Lords, were none more wiſe than TI, 
And | believe my ſelf not dull in this, | 
This Gleceſter ſhou?d be quickly rid of the World, 
| To free the King from danger, | us from fear., 
Card, That he ſhou'd die, is worthy Policy ; 
But yet we wamt ſome Colour for his death, 
And it is meet he die by courſe of Law. 
Suff. That were a worthy policy indeed, 
To bring him to the Bar, and there for want 
Of good ſubſtantial Arguments againſt him, 
Shall openly arrcign our ſelves'of Malice ; 
And ſo inftead of bringing him to death, 
Expoſe our ſelves to all the People's fury.. 
True, we have Jealouſie back'd with ſtrong Reaſons, 
But Reaſon cannot enter into their minds; ' * 
Mud Wal's, you know, reſiſt all Battery, | 
And then from thoſe Mud Walls, the People's fury 
Will falley out, and make ſlaughter on'us. | 
To. T'me o' your mind, it is diſtraction | 
To fail with him into his own ſafe Harbour | 
The People's rage, and not be welt coyI'd round 
With proofs, that will reſiſt ſmall ſhot at leaſt. 
©x. What ſhall we do then? Muſt we let him live ? 
Tf fo, let's find ſome way: our ſelves to die 
For I had rather periſh once for all,  : 
Than die each hour a lingring death of fear. 
'Suff. No, Madam, no, the imperious Duke ſhall die, 
We will not to his pride and rage expoſe | 
The King, the Kingdom, and our ſelves, and do 
Subſtantial wrong to all, becauſe we cannot 
Do againſt him a formal piece of Juſtice, | 
Muft Juſtice ſtarye, becauſe we want a Lawyers 
Forkcd diltinQions to feed her ncatly with ; 
And bright keen proofs to carve him up withal ? 
No, let us examine into her hungry Stomach 
The moxrſel any, way, no matter how. 
Nor will the Duke have any injury, 
It is an honeſt, and a good deceit | 
To deceive him! who firſt intends deceit. | 
Lu Nokt gallant Suffolk ,| reſolutely ſpoke. 
Suff. Not reſolute except ſo much were done; 
For things areoften ſpoke, and never meant. 
To ſhew my Heart and Tongue fully agree, 
Say but the word, Ile be the Execcutiones ; 
And think I do/a meritorious decd. Fo 


I know the Duke means Treaſon to the King 
Why ſhou'd I ſtay for proofs of what I know ? 
Does any one refuſe to kill a Wolf, 
Till he has ſtain'd his Chops, with Crimſon Blood ? 
No, 'tis enough he knows him for a Wolf, 
His nature's Crime enough to deſerve death. 
He then does beſt, that does diſpatch him ſooneR. 
What do you ſay Lord Cardinal ? Speak your mind 
You fee how free we are, why are you cloſe ? 
Is it a meritorious deed, or no? 

Card. My Lords,-I only ſtaid to feel your Pulſes. 
That I might know the temper of your minds, 
How vigorous their conſtitutions were. 
Religion has a body and a ſpirit, 
The body is like Water, weak and taſteleſs, 
And that we fling among the Common People ; 
The extractcd Spirit is intoxicating, 1 
And that we drink our ſelves, and give our Friends. 
And as wiſe Men do always in their pleaſures 
Sele& Companions of their own Humour, 
Thoſe that are rude and quarrelſome in Drink, 
They ſhun with care ; thoſe that| arc kind and pleaſant, 
Witty and good natur'd, gladly they Conſort withal, 
So we ne're drink the ſpirit of Religion, 
With any Men but thofe of our own minds, 
Or Men of melting maudling piety, 
Who when they are drunk with it, will kiſs our feet, 
And weep, and do whatever we| command e'm. | 
Suff. And pray, what is this Spirit? let us taſte if. 


Guff. 


Card. This! Did ſome ask me if this deed were lawful, 


T wou'd fay no, it is a horrid Murder. 

If any Man offend's againft the Publick, 

He to the Publick muſt give ſatisfaction 3 

That private Man that kills him is a Murderer, 

And a bold Robber of the publick Right. 

But now to you I ſay, cut the Duke's T hroat, 

*Tis lawful, neceſſary, meritorious. 

And ſo 'twere in another, but perhaps 

If I ſhou'd ſay ſo he wou'd not believe it, 

So he might wound the Church with its own Weapons : 

I'd pronounce all ſuch damn'd, ſhould kill the Duke, 

But T'le pronounce you damn'd if you refuſe it, 

Becauſe you are capable of theſe great myſterics. 

) Suff. Moſt excellent! this deed which I before 

Only thought needful, now I find Religious. 
Card. A molt religious, meritorious deed. 


"The MURDER of the D. of GLOCESTER 


Yon 


Sz = ps 9 WES TT ww 47” A 71, 6 . E SET Tis 
5 Z's, ; , . : ſ & FI > : 1 : -y a * 
| | | | | p ” 


You know the Churches Power is call'd the Keys; 

The Keys ate given us, not one fingle Key, 

As if there were only one Door to Heaven, 

Oh ! there are many entrances! There's one 

Great common Gate of common Honeſty, 

At that we let in/common underſtandings z 

Then there are private Wickets, but the Stairs 

That lead up to &?m, are moſt ſteep and dangerous, 

And none dare venture up but bold brave Spirits; 

But theſe back Stairs lead up to Heaven's belt Rooms. 

This Murcecr then is one of Heaven's back Stairs. 

Kill him, his Blood will oyl the Churches Keys, 

That you ſhall chooſe what Room in Heaven you pleaſe. 
To. I ne're heard any thing that pleas'd me better. 
Card. My Lords, my Lords, Reaſon and| Law allow 

You Layicks to carry Swords for your defence, 

Religion ſuffers us to carry none. 

Is it becauſe Pricſts Altars and Religion | 

Does not deſerve defence as well as you? | 
es, but we Pricſts have always Weapons [ready, 

A kind of two-edge Knives, call'd Subtilties, 

That are moſt keenly whetted at the Altars, 

And nothing cuts ſo as one of them. | 

In ſhort then, kill the Duke, kill him to night, 

Before he hurt the King, the Church, or you. 

Suff. Here is my hand, my | Lord, Þle ſee it done. 
#. 1 give conſent. ' | 
To, I'le joyn 3 and now we four 

Agree in it, who dares oppoſe a Cenſure ? 
Suff. We muſt get fitting People to afliſt us. 

Card. T'le find [you ſuch, I'le mould em for the purpoſe. 

When we have kill'd the Duke, we will give out 

He kill'd himſelf to prevent publick ſhame, 

Or his heart broke becauſe he| was diſcovered. 

Suff. But will not thoſe be|Lyes ? | 
Card. Moſt ſacred truths. 1 

Do not his actions bring his death upon him? 

ws. True-| |* . | 
Card. Then *tis true, I hope he kills himſelf. 
Suff. Right. | | on 
Card. Or ſuppoſe we report the diſcovery 

Ot his foul treacherous aQtions broke his heart 3 

I pray, is that falſe, when the diſcovery - 

Of his foul actions make us break his Neck ? 

Sff. No, certainly, for that will break his heart. 
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- Card, Then every way you ſee, we ſpread no falſhoods, 
My Lords, the Church has ſeveral kind of | haps. nvg 
Courſe home-ſpun Clothes for Fools, fine Robes for Wits. 
Now though a Fool may be let into Heaven 

With his courſe Coat on, they will ne're admit him 

To Rooms of tate, among the Saints of quality. 


Enter a Gentleman, 4 


Gcnts My Lords, I am ſent Poſt to yon from Ireland, 
The Iriſh Rebels are all up in Arms, 

And put the Engliſh to the Sword, ſend Succours 
With all the ſpeed you can, and ftop the rage 
Betimes, or Elſe the Wound may grow incurable. 

Card. A Breach that craves a very ſpeedy ſtop. 
W hat counſel give you in this weighty Bulineſs ? 

Suff. That ſpecdy Force be rais'd. My Lord of tork 
Pray do you Head e'm, and go try your Fortune. : 

To. I will, my Lord, fo pleaſe his Majeſty. 

Suff. Why, our Authority is his conſent, 

And what we do eſtabliſh he confirms. 

Then pray, my Lord, take you this task in hand. 

To. Content, my Lords, do you provide me Souldicrs., 
Whilk I cake orders for my own Afﬀairs. 

Suff. To raiſe you men, my Lord, ſhall be my buſinets. 
And now return we to the falle Duke Humphyy, 

Card, Let us about the work immcdiately. 

Things of great weight mult not be carxicd long 
For fear we ſhou'd tire under e'm ;, and now 
'The gaudy blabbing, and remorſctul day 

Is crept into the bofom of the Sea, 

And in the room more fitting for our purpolc, 
The filent pitileſs ſiern-night 1s riſen, 

And 'bcckens us methinks with her black hand, 
To do that gallant work under her Wings, 

Will make her fam'd in the Records of 1 ime, 
Whoelſe will like a drop fall in the Sca 
Ot black Oblivion, 2nd be Hoftt for cvcr. 

Siuff, Core then, IT flame! with {ury to be at it, 
That I ſhall ved no Flambeau but my (lt. 

Card. We two, my Lord, will be the chict performers, 
But yet we mult have ſome! truſty afliſtants, : 
And 1 will po and fathion ſ@me unmediately ; 

T always have ſtorc of (oft Clay prepar'd, 

Which I can mould into what ſhape I plcaſe. 

| H | Sfp. 
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Suff. Madam, Meat you to _ to your iy 

And dream of Crowns and Scepters, the high Wall 

That. kept you from e&*m, ſhall fall down to Night, 

And your way open'dito the Royal Seat. 
Dez. And thou thalt happy be when I am great. C Aſide to "2 Wi 
lo. So Lords, I thank you, you have done my bulinels, (Ex.S.9.C. 

I wanted men and you will give e*m me; 

I wantcd Gloceſter's death, you give me that £00s 

Now lies the King as open to deſtruction, 

As a poor Ship tolt on the open Sea, 

With Maſts all broken, and the Sailers mad. | 

I have ſeduc'd one ©ado, a headſtrong Kentiſhman, 

To take on him the name of Morrimer, 

And make Commotion. TI have ſeen in Ireland | 

That Fellow fight, till: his thighs full of Darts, 

Were almoſt like two ſharp-quilPd| Porcupines. 

Then have 1 ſeen him dance like a Moriſco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his-Bells. 

In Face, and Gate, and Speech, he's like dead Mortimer, 

Thus ſhall I try how men affect our Title. 

If he be ta'ne and Rack'd, he*l ne're confeſs. 

And if he thrives, Þle reap the Raſcal*s harveſt. 

Then pious Hewnry toa Covent gone, 

And Humphry to his Tomb, I'le climb the Throne. (Exit, 


] 


Enter the Cardinal, Suffolls, and three Murderers, 


S»ff. Are you provided, my Lord Cardinal? - 

Card. Of three brave Fellows. 

Suff. What ? old hardned Villains ? 

Card, Of better inſtruments, of {ſoft Church Tools. - 
Which I have heated with the fire of Zeal, ; | 
And I can bow e'm any way I pleaſe. 

Theſe are the honeſt men! —— Come honefi men! | 
You are defign?d to be moſt glorious men ; 
Glorious on Earth, and' glorious i in| Heaven. 

Siuff. I will provide for e'm on Earth, my Lo, 
The other place do you look after, for e'm. 

Card. How? I provide for e*m, in Heaven, my [Lord ? 
py | have more ſhare|in Heaven than my {clf. | 

Mrur. Oh! my gogd Lord! 

c lad. Nay, it is true, my Friends. 
 S$uff. My Lord, you' will in(truct e*'m what to do. 

Card, | have inſtructed, and encourag'd e'm,-. 

Told em their buſineſs, and the nature of it, 
Chat 'tis a Charity to the whole Church. LE 
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I've told em, ſtopping of a Heretick's Windpipe, 
Is topping a wide Leak ſprung in the Church, 
W here ſtreams of Hereſie flow in to drown it 
Which if they will not ſtop, | eſpecially 
When I a Pilot in the Church command em, 
They will not only caſt away their own 
Poor ruin'd Souk, but many thouſands more. 
Suff. Sure, nothing 15 more plain. 
1. Mur., Nothing, my Lord. 
2. Mur, Oh! may it pleaſe your Grace, *tis very plain. 
3. Mur. Pſhaw ! pſhaw ! ?tis not ſo plain, and Ido'nt like it. 
*Tis not ſo plain, I'me ſure, as I want Money. (Aſide, 
Card. Well, I need ſay no more, I'le only give e'm 
An Oath of ſecrecy ; come to me preſently 
About that Buſineſs, DE 


| Mr We attend your Grace, ( Ex. Card. Suft, | 


2 
3. Mur. 1don't know what to think ©? this damn'd buſineſs. 
I. Myr. What ſhou*d you think! ?Tis ſtopping of a Leak. 

3. Mur. Donot talk to me of ſtopping of a Leak! 

It is a curſed Murder. | 
2. Mur. How, a Murder ! 

The Cardinal ſaid it is a work of charty, . 

2. Mar. ſt is ſo, tomy ſtarving Wife and Children 

I ſhall ſtop Leaks in their poor empty Bellies, 

And that's the thing that ſatishes my Conſcience. = 
I. /7nr. That's not enough, you may get Money otherwile. 
3. aur, I cannot, I tzke pains, and pray, and faſt, 

And am fo fearful to diſpleaſe a Saint, 

That I keep every day a Holy-day, 

And yet I cannot thrive. 

2, Aur. That's very firange. 
3. Mar. I got a little Money the other day, 

And went, and gave half of it to a Prieſt, 

To pray for me, and give me a little counſel, 

What courſe I had befti take to get ſome Money. 

He gave me a heavenly Prayer, and bid me (ay it 

For thirty days together, and after that 

He ſaid I ſhou'd obtain what @re I as&'d for. 

I did, and at the end of thirty days, 

I pray'd to Heaven to give me thirty pounds ; 

Then I watch'd night and day, almoti a Weeds, 

To (ce if any thing wou'd bring the Money 

The devil of any one brought me a farthing. 

1. Mar. That's very ſtrange. 
ur, I went and told the Prieſt 
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What tuck I had ; he bad me go to Canterbury, 
And pray devoutly to St. Thom.s Becket. 
T went and pray'd to St, Thomas, and St. T bomar, 
But might as well have pray'd to St, Tom Thumb, 
For any thing I got. | 
2. Mar. That's very ſtrange. | | 
3. Mur. ] went again, and told the PrieRt my/luck, 
And then he gave me a miraculous Prayer, 
Said, if that wou'd not do, then nothing wou'd. 
He ſaid, thc other day in Germany, j 
A high dutch Lady had her Head cut off, 
And yet liv'd after it, two and twenty hours. 
2. Mar. Aftcr her Head was Off? 
. Mur. Aﬀer *twas off. 
1. Mar. Good-lack, is't poſlible/? 
. Mur. She cou'd not die 
Till ſhe Confeſt, and had Communicated, 
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And then her Head and Body agreed to die, 
mac 1 in her Grave it ſeems this prayer was found.. 
. Mar. And did you ſay it? 
. Myr. Ay, forty times a day, 
For forty days. 
1. Myr, And was you. e*re the richer ? 
. Mur. The devil a farthing. | 
Y- Mrur. Oh! Good-lack! good-lack ! 
: Mrr. On this I went and told the Cardinal all. 
1. Mur. And what faid he to you? 
. Mar, He made me kneel, | 
And thank St. Thomas, and the high dutch Lady, 
For they had heard my Prayers, and ſent me to him, 
To doa work wou'd gain'me Heaven and Earth. 
2. Mar, Why look you there now ! 
. Mar. Look you, look you there now. 
s Mr. But that ſame work, was this ſame ſcurvy bulinci3, 
2. Mar. A ſcurvy bufineſs? Do you call a bling 
Tent from St. +65 | and che high dutch Lads 
\ ire buſineſs ? 
., Mzr. Why ſhou'd 1 believe 
t came from them? for both their [Chroats were cut; 
Vhy ſhou'd I think that they love cutting Throats ? 
Foey cou'd not find it ſuch a pleaſant bulineſs. 
. Mrr. They loveto cut the throat of a vile Herctick. 
. Mir. How do I know Duke Humphry is a Hqrctick* 
2. Myr, The Cardinal fays he is onc, | 
Mar. How if the Cardinal 
hou'd be miliaken? 
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1. Mar. He will anſwer for it. = 
3- Mar, And ſo he ſhall, for I'me an honeſt Fel! 
And if to kill Duke Humphry be a ſin, TY 
Fe either lay it at the Cardinal's door, | 
Oc put it on the high dutch Lady's: ſcore. — Ck M 


Exter Cardinal and three Murderers. 


Card. So, you have all ſworn at the holy Altars: 
Now have a care, don t let your Conſciences f 
Fool you, to flinch with fear ere it is done, 
Or to repent and tell it when ?tis done; 
If ſo you are treb'y Damn'd. 
i, M#r 1 warrant your Grace, | 
Card Bclicve your Prictts, and pot your Conſciences, 
For Prit(ts are to direct 'your Conſciences ; 
Your Conſcicnces are filly, talſe, corrupt. 
2 Mus: Oh! hang my Conſcience, Sir, I ne're regarded it. 
3 Mur. May I be bold to ask your Grace one queſtion? 
Card. Ay, prethee do. ; 
3 Mar, Suppoſe a Frieſt, an't pleaſe you, g 
Miltike, and I ſhou d fn: by his cotamand, 
Will he be damn'd for inz? and ſhall I eſcape ? 
Card, A Prictt miftak. ? Sirrah, were you ne”re catechis'd, 
T hat you are 1gnovart of Firſt Principles ?. 
ly Mar iy, look you now, you :v1ll be asking queſtions. 
Grd The Chnrc'z cannot miltake, the Church is infallible. 
3 Mer. Pray :r, an't plcaſe you, how ſhall I know that ? 
Car. How thall you know it,  Sirrah ? The Church cc!ls you ſo, 
Mur. Prethee give over, don't ttand asking queſtions. 
Myr. How ſhall I know the Church tells true, an't plcaſe you? 
Carl. The Church, Ifay, Snrah, is Infallible. 
2 Mur, How ſhall I know the Church is fo Infallible ? 
Card, Why 1 ſay, Sirrah, th Church tells you fo. 
3 Mrur. But how {hall I be certain it tells true ? 
1 Mar, What a ftrange man is this ? we mult diſmiſs him ? 
Car. Be certain, this is a damn'd Rogue! — a Heretick ! 
Sirrah, don't you bclicve the Church? Tle burn you. 
2 M-». 50, fo, you have brought your (elt into a fine pickle. 
\'ur. Oh! yes, Sir, I believe! 
1 Mur. Oh! do you lo. 
2 Mar. *Tis time vou ſhou'd. | 
3 Myr, IT only did make bold toask ſome queſtions, 
To know ſome things, that I was| ignorant of 
Card, Why thcre was your miſtake, you are not to know, 
You are only to du what a Prictt bids you 3 
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Prieſts only are to know, you are to know nothing 
. Except your duty, and the reward that follows it. 
Your duty now is to deſtroy a Traytor, 
_ Yes, and a Heretick. || 
3” Mar.- Ple do't, an't pleaſe? You. 
: Har. Youb Grack may truſthim, heis an honeſt Fellow, 
.Cnly a little troubleſome with ſcruples. 
2 Mur. Which way, Sir, had we bell eo Kill the Duke? 
Card. Which way it ſhall pleaſe Heaven to infptre you. 
"Stay, let me ſee! —$t rangling I think were beſt. 
Ay ſtrangling ! ftrangling / 'twill/give leaſt ſulpition, 
And make the World belicve, Grief broke his heart 3 
-For ſo we. will give our. 
1 Mur. We'l do't an't pleaſe |you. 
I have a Handkerchict| fit for the| purpoſe. 
Card. Open the door, go to him, BO, 20, quickly, 
The Scene 1s drarpn, the Duks of Gloceſter ſitting aud 
2 reading in bis Night- -Corwn, 


Card, Ha! he's awake, and up; you two po ot him _ (Softly ts 

And get him down, whillt the'other ſtrangles him. the Mar. 
Gl. Ha! Who is that opens tne door ? | 
2 Mur. The Cardinal's | 

Servants, an't pleaſe your Grace. | 

Y Gl. And what's your bulinc(s ? j 

.-1 Mr. The Cardinal ſaw your Light burning C late, 

And was afraid your Grace was indiſpos'd 3 

And ſent to know if your Grace wanted any thing, 

And gave us ſtrict command to wait upon you. 
Gl. He is grown wondrous kind; Iam afraid 

He's ill, for this is not his natural. temper. 

He pueſſes right of me, I'mill indeed 3 

A heavincfs like Death oppreſſes me. 

I cannot get my thoughts out of a Grave: 

I fear not Death it {clt,, why fhou'd a dream 

And empty ſhadow of it then oppreſs me ? 
Card. So, get behind him now whillt he is muſing. C Hide. 
Gl. If wicxed men be digging now my Grave, 

And theſe cold Terrors be fore-running damps, 

Oh ! Heaven prepare me for it. | | 
3 Mur. How he prays! (Aſide. 
2 Mar. What if he does? W hat are x Hereticks prayers? (Afoae. 
Gl. Let all my ſms drop from:me in theſe Tears. 
3 Mwr. How penitent he is ! ——my Soul relents, il 

"The Devil take this curſed want of Money. (Ajide. 
G/. If exe my Perſon, Greatneb, or Authority, 
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Did injure any one, forgive the fault, 
And in the boſome of the injur'd perſon, 
Pour down a thouſand bleſſings. — Above all "_ 
Preſerve the King-from all his Enemies. 
If I by Wickedneſs ana Falſhood periſh, 
Oh! givemy bloody Encmies repentance, 
And let my Death be an occaſion 
Ot 800d to them, but ruine to their wickedneſs; | 
3 Mur., Heark, how heprays forus that are his murderers! (Afide 
G Mur. What it he does? he is a Herctick. 


His Prayers are Curſes, we are the worſe for em. | (Aſide, 
Card. Why don't you-do your work ? | ( Aſide. 
Aur. We will, we will. ( Aſide. 


Gl. So ſhall 1 do- more good in Death than Life, 
And by my innocent Death procure a Bleſſing 


To my good King, my Country, all my Enemies, 
T hey lay bold on the Dake and ſirangle him. 


Card. So! Is he dead yet? 
2 Mur. Yes! he does not fiir. 


Enter the Duke of Suffotk. 


Suff. Ho! What's the News ? - 
Card. The did is done, my Lord. 
Suff, Have you diſpatch'd the thing ? | 
1 Mur. We have done his buſineſs. 
Suff. Thou art a gallant Rogue | there's Gold for the CE. 
And for you all. 
Card. A Rogue, my Lord, you wrong him) 
He is a Saint, and ſo are they all. 
3 Mur. A Saint: 
Devil take ſuch Saints. | 
I wou'd this deed were to be done again, 
My Family ſhou'd ſtarve ere TI wou'd do it. 
Card. I hear a noiſe without. 
Mur. A noiſe without ! 
I'me (ure I hear a curſed noiſe within me, 
A bawling Conſcience. 
Card, Place the Body ſome way 
As may give leaſt ſuſpition, and be gone, 


And come another time for your rewards. 
They place the Body in a Chair, font the Scene, —— and Ex. 


(Aſide. 


Enter 
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Enter the King and Queen, Attendants. 


Dr. What brings your Majeſty abroad lo early ? 
You Co not uſe.to finiſh your Devotion ; 
So ſoon as this. 
King. Oh ! Love, IT am not well, 
Vy uncle is always walking in my mind, | 
And ſhakes the melancholy Room with fear ; T 
 - Methinks he tells me I have not done well, 
To give him up to hjs too crucl Enemies, 
To men who are not ſuch as they ſhou'd be. 
©u. Why, Sir, have you (0 great miſtruſt of em ? 
King. I wiſh I had no cauſe; I've ſent Commands to em, 
To bring my Uncle to me preſently. 


Enter the Cardinal | 


Had you my meſſage, my Lord Cardinal? 
Card. Yes, Royal Sir, the Duke of Suffolk, inſtantly 
Will bring the Duke of Glocsſtir 3 I have lodg'd 
My noble Priſoner but in the next Rooms, | 
King. Methinks he ſhou'd not be the man you mgke him. 
_ . Card. Your Majeſty has your cycs always-tfixt 
On ſhining Heaven, that when you look below, 
d The World is in a mult and dats to you. 


- | Enter Sufluls. 


Kins. How now? vw hy look'N thou pale? why do'ſt thou ſhake ? 

Where is my Uncle ?| What's the matter ? s 
Suff. The Duke 1s dead. 

Card. How ! Dead ? 

Suff. Dead in his'C hair. 

©z. Oh! Heaven forbid ! 

Suff, "Tis: true, || 

Card, Heaven's ſecrct Jadathencs, 
I fear'd ſome dreadful judgment wou'd o*retake him. 
: | The King Swooxs. 


Ds, How 1s my Ird ? Help, help, the King is dying. 
Suf. Rear up his Body, fetch ſore Water ny: 
ol Oh! Help, help, help. 
Suff, Sec, he revives again. 
Madam, be comforted. 
Qs. How does my Lord ?, | 
| | | King. 
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L'OL the TD. 0 My 
King, Oh! heavenly God! Sighs deeply. 
Suff. Take comfort, Gracious Sir. 

King. Ah! Wo is me for Gloceſter] wretched man ! 
©. Is all your comfort ſhut up in his Tomb? 

And can you find no joy in me at all ? 

Why do you turn away and hide your Face? 

I am no loattiſome Leaper, look on me. 

Ah! wo is me, more wretched than he is. 

Did I for this expoſe my ſelf to Winds, 

And Rocks, and Seas, and twice was almoſl wrack'd, 

And twice was driven back, as if the Winds 

Forewarn'd me landing on this unkind Shore / 

The vaulting Sea danc'd with me to and fro, 

As it were lotlt to bring me to this Coaſt. 

The Rocks cover'd in the Waves, and hid tkemfelyes, 

As ſhaming to owe kindred to an Hand, 

Whoſe cruel King wou'd thus reward my Love. 

Ah! ſee if he will ſpeak to me, or look on me ! 

How hateful am Igrown! Ah ! wretched me! 

Card. I ſee the King loves this dead Traytor better 

Than all his living Friends ! Farewel, — Pme ſorry Sir, 

To lee you hate your Friends, and lobe your Enemies. (Ex: 
mw Where is my dead Friend ? I'le ſee him— lead me to him. 
Sxff. In the next Room, Sir: Ho, opcn theſe doors. 

The Scene 1s dqrawn, and tbe Duke of Gloceſter I 
ſhewn dead in a Chair. 


King. Oh! thou good man ! And haſt thou thus been us'd? 
And is this all of thee that's left to me? 
Oh! to how little, and how poor a pittance 
Are all my Comforts in this lite now brought! 


Enter Warwick, 


Yar. Oh! Sir, Reports are ſpread among the People, 
ihe good Duke Hemphry treacherouſly is murder'd, 
By Suffolk?s and the Cardinal Seauford's means, 
Saff. By mine ? | 
IZar, By yours. 
Sz ﬀ. I did expe as much. 
IV ar. The Commons, like a Hive of angry Bees, 
That want their Leader, ſcattcr up and down, j6 
And care not whom they ſting in their revenge. 
I have cndeavour'd to allay thcis rage, 
Until they are fatisfhed about his death. 
King. Ah! my Lord he is dead, "tis true! ggo true ? 
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Nog here: — But Howe. ied, God —— not I. 
1 {xr foul play was plaid him for his Life. 
Ol Hcaven! to whom Jadgment alone belongs, 
Forgive me it I injure any one . 
When falſe ſuſp!tions. 
i/”z», Sir, as ccrtainly, 
A$51 ne icy2 that Heaven was his Maker, 
I &dicyc Treachery| was his Geſtroyer. 
i io you Know it, that fo dreadfully you ſwear it * 
| year that I believe it. 
WE What's your reaſon ? 
IF ar, 1 ſce alrcady above a thouſand proofs 
That he was vary png 
Suff. Strangled !. 
War. Strangled. 
His Face is black and ſwell'd wich ſettled Blood, 
Which ſhews the paſſage to the Heart was ftopt, 
Whether the Blood jn natural deaths deſcends, 
To aid the labouring Heart in his laſt conflict - 
And failing, freezes with the cold of Death, 
And ne're returns, but leaves the face all pale. 
His eyes ſtand gaſtly from his Head, and almoſt 
Come out to meet us to complain of ſtrangling. . 
His gaping noftrils are ſtretch*d out with ſtriving, 
His hands are ſpread abroad, |as one that grafp' d 
And tugg'd for Life, but was by ſtrength o're-maſier'd. 
His well proportion'd Beard, |is rugged made 
Like Summer's Corn, by furious tempeſt lodg'd, 
Sce a blew Ring encompaſſes his Neck, | 
Oh ! Murder herc has danc'd her fairy round. 
It the Duke was rot ſtrangled, ne re was mane. 
$f. Why, who ſhou'd do it, my Lord ? none but my («lf 
Aid C aedingl B-auford, had him in protection. _ 
I/Vrr, Who hnds the Heifer dead, andblecding freth, 
And fccs a Butcher wi his AX ſtand by, 
Nay calily fi Rect Wy who made the Slaughter. | 
£2. The Pyro linal, and you, my Lord, are Murderers ! 
For op y Lerd of IVarwick,, rule your arrogance. 
W. 'p 8Y, "Nadi, Ict-me|with duc reverence tell you; 
Fac wird you ſpeak for him, |flaunders your| Honour. 
Sic Elunt-witted Lord, thy evil manners ſay, 
Tty 3!othir took info her blameful Bed | 
Sarke x :ough untutour?d Chur), and grafted there 
On M-: :'s noble race a rugged Clown. 
//;r. Did ro: my Sovereign's preſence check my fury, 


ide man thee keel for pardon for this ſpeech, 


Q 


The MURDER Of theED. of GLOCESTER. 


And fay, 'twas thy own Mother that thou mean'ſt, 
And after this low homage, I wou'd kill thee, 
' Thou treacherous marderer of ſleeping men. 

Suff. Thou ſhalt be waking when I ſhed thy blood ; 
If er'e I meet thee from this royal preſence. 
 twar. Away, orl will drag thee! — though I ſcorn thee, 
I'le fight with thee, to appeaſe Duke Hzmprry's Ghoſt. 

King. Forbear my Lords, for ſhame! ſiay, I command you. 


A Noiſe, Enter Salisbury. 


_ Sal. Great Sir, the Commons humbly implore by mc, 
The Duke of S»fo/k may be put to death, 
' Or Baniſh'd inſtantly ; for elſe thgy threaten, 
They'l tear him hence by violencend Torture him. 
Free from bold contradiction to your liking, 
But out of Loyalty they drive him from you. 
They ſay, If you delſir'd to fleep, and charg'd 
No one on pain of Death ſhou'd dare to wake you ; 
Yetif they ſaw a Serpent in your Boſom, 
They with the hazard of their lives wou'd wake you, 
And drive him from you whether you wou'd or ne. 
They fay the Duke of Suffolk is that Serpent, 
By whoſe envenom'd ſting your Uncle periſh'd 3 
A Prince a thouſand times of Sxffolk's value, 
| From him they alfo fear your Majeſtic's Death. 
Suff., They durſt not ſend this meſſage to their King) 
My noble Lord Embaſſador from Weavers. 
King, My Lord of Salisbury, Tell e*m from me, 
I thank e'm for their Loyal care of me; | 
That I have been awake long ere they rouz'd me, 0 
And ſeen the dangerous Serpent I have cheriſh'd 
To my great danger, and my Friends deſtruction. 
For oh! the ſlimy paths the Serpent crawI'd 
To ſting my Friend to Death, thine in my eyes. 
Seff.. Sir, will you judg me e're you know my INNOCcncce * 
King. Go tell e*m, By that Heavenly Majeſty, 
Whoſe moſt unworthy Deputy I am, | 
I vow moſt ſolemnly, the Engliſh Air 
Shall not receive three days infection more 
From'this moft wicked man ; for if it does 1-4. 
The fourth ſhall end his wickedneſs and him, Exit 5 24%, 
Snuff. Sir, this is hard to doom me e*re1'me tricd. 
Dx. Oh ! let me plead, Sir, for this injur'd Lord. 
King. Oh tye, forbear ! forbear! your pleading for him 
Will add but very little to your Honour, 


But to my anger much *ewill make me paſs 
Cenſure on you, and heavier Doom on him. 
Had I but faid it, nothing, ſhou'd ha chang'd me. 
But having ſworn i: you may ealicr 
Remove the Kingdom than ſtay that man in it. 
Then let him hear his Sentence once again : 
If after thrce days ſpace| he ſhall be found 
' On any Ground that I am Ruler of, 
The World ſhall not be Ranſom for his Life. 

Dr. Oh wretched! wretched me! Oh! 1 cou'd turn 
My Breath and Spirits all, all into Curſes, 

Curſe all thy Enemies, and all the World. 
I prethee joyn with me, and tet us Curſe c'm. 

Suff. A Plague upon e'm! Wherefore ſhou'd if NW em ? 
Were Curles killing as the groans of Mandrakes.: 
I'de ſtay to curſe e&'m; were the Palice burning, 

And every word I faid were half on't fire, 

And I, my Curſes ended, ſhou'd be Aſhes. . 

For what's the difference 'tween being Aſhes, 

Or Water, as I ſoon ſhall be with Sorrow ? | 
©. 1 muſt betake my (elf now to my Tears, 

The laſt poor refuge-of a wretched Woman. 

Suff. Muſt I fee this And can I not revenge it ? 

L'ke one of the fallen Spirits baniſh'd Heaven. 

I ſtand upon the ſhining Piccipice, 

And look with grief on all the Joys I'me leaving 3 
Then down with Terror.on my deſperate fall, 

Then grin with rage becauſe I cannot help my (elf; - 
And amidſt all theſe Paſſions, I'me. more tortur'd| 

In Heaven, than I ſh:ll be when fallen to Hell. 

Ln. My griefs no flclh can bear, no ſoul can guels. 
Oh that the moment, when thou took'ſt me Priſoner, 
Thy Sword had ſeperated my Soul and Body, _ | 
Then had I been at caſe. but now thy Baniſhment | 
Divides e'm, and I live |to feel the torment. | 

Sf. Vle ſtay with you, what ever ſhall befal me. 

©z. What ſhou'd befal but Death to both of us? 
The ſtrong convulſions of my gricts have tir'd, / 
'Waltcd, and weakncd fo. my vanquiſh't Spirits, 
That I am fainting now into a calm. | 

Suff. And in this calm the current of my Sorrows, 
_ Shall bear my drowning Spirits to thy Boſom,, 

And 11 it there as on a Bank of Lillies, 
Where I will Die as in a plcafing lumber. 

©4. This muſt' not be, we muſt noc ſtay cogether, 

No we muſt Part, or laying ay mulſt Die. 


E xt, 


The C of the 
I rather will endure a lingring Death 
Of a long parting, than by Death to loſe thee. 
_ Whilſt we are living we may meet again. 
Suff. We may, we ſhall, the King is not Imtortal, 
Or if he were, his Anger is not (ſo. 
But both will. have an end, ſo will our Sorrows. 
The longelt life has ſtill an utmoſt point :; 
No Creature is infinite. 
©, Except my. Love. 
Suff. In hopes then once to meet again,— Farewei ! 
2x, Oh! fad heart-breaking ward ! — Wheree're thou wandrelt 
Send to me oft. 
Sxff. What joy ſhall I have elſe ? 
All Places will be deſolate, and I 
Shall live no longer than I hear you live. 
Dx. My Fit returns again ! unhappy we! 
Why are we two fo nearly joyn'd in Love, 
And yet by Fortune kept ſo wide aſunder, 
Firſt by thy Marriage, and now by thy Baniſhment ? 
My Love was thrown as ſoon as it was Born 
On cold Diſpair, hearing thou hadſt a Wife. 
Hadſt thou bad none, and only been a Shepherd, 
And known no other wealth than a ſmall Flock, 
No other Title than the charming Swain, 
( For ſo wou'd every Shepherdeſs have call'd thce ) 
I wou'd haverather been thy humble Wife, 
Than Queen to Henry. | 
Suff. If 1 ſhou'd ſtay here . 
Till I tuld o're the Wealth I wou'd have given, 
For ſuch a happineſs, we ne're ſhou'd part. 
2x. Oh! muſt we part ! Heaven made us for cach other. 
And then did ſet us two, of all the World, 
Fartheſt aſunder; a Wife firlt did part us, 
But now whole Kingdoms, and whole Worlds muſt part 1s. 
Theſe Miſeries I might have well expected; 
My Love was born under Captivity, 
[ was thy Priſoner, ere my heart was fo: 
Chains lay at th* entrance of the gate of Love, 
And pail Diſpair forbad me entring in, 
Yet ſuch ſweet Proſpecas drew imy heart along, 
Ie entred in, and now 1s loſt for cver- 
Suf. Say not for cver 3 Do not cruelly 
Put out the eycs of our Prophetick hopes, 
Which like fo many Angel-guidcs, will lead 
Our Souls to plcafant Proſpec s of delight, 
Where We may gaZs WL Fate is tix'd with frowning, 
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And Time with oli bwo lo tink to mect, 
Shall looſe his hold, and ler us fife together. 
Till then farewel. | 
Bu, Take with thee my poor heart. 
Seff. A Jewel lock'd into the wotulPſt Cabinet 
That ever did contain fo great a Treaſure. 
Juft like a ſplittcd Bark, fo funder we. 
T his way {ink I to ruine. 
On, This way [.— | Exeunt fever a! way: 


The SCENE the Cardinals Apartment, 


Ezter the Cardinal. 


. Card, I'me vext! Pate more, I'me wrack'd! By what? who kno v5” 
By a thing within me call'd a Conſcience. 

A Trick, — a Spring, | that catches us, and pinches, 

If we but point at an il] Action. | 

Why is it an ill ching to kill a man ? 


He is the Plague and Sickneſs of| the W orld. 
'Tis a kind honeſt thing to kill a|man, 


You cure the -World of one Diſcaſe, you free | 
Thouſands from Miſchief, and you eaſe the man, 

Yet if one doa man ſo|great a Kindneſs, 

The damn'd ungrateful Rogue torments one's Conſcience, 
Men arc ungiatcful Rogues, living or dead. 


I know not what to dg}; I mult have eaſe, 
) Ho there 


[ | ; 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lozd. | 
Card. Call my Phyſitian. 
Stay there! — What ſhou'd I do with a Phyſician? 
No Phyfick can give me any caſe, but Poyſon. 
The gravel of the Grave is the beſt (cowring, 
Fcr ſuch fierce Hawks as I am, after feeding. 
Go, now I think on't, call my Confeffor. 
Lct him alone! ——— What ſhou/d T do with him too? 
My Soul is ſick, and it can have no caſe, 
] grow fick. —— 
Unleſs it purge ( forſooth ) in a Prieft's ear. 
Fetch me a Glaſs of Wine, run quickly, 
I tremble ! -— a cold ſweat comes over me, 


All che Air tafies of an infernal damp. 
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The Ghoſt of Duke Humphry appears and gocs ont, the Cardi 
5: into 4 Sw004.. Enter the Servant with Wie: ardinal Jall 


: Ser. Help, hclp, my Lord is fallen ! my Lord j ' 
2 Ser, Oh! Heayen ! What's the matter with ho LEEs 
3 Ser. He opens now his eyes ! X w 
4. Ser. He foams at the mouth. 
1 Ser, Let's ſet him in the Chair and give him air. 
2 Ser. Plerun for his Phylitians. Ex 
4 Ser. T'le give notice 
To all the Court. | F 


Enter the three Murtherers, 


Card. Stand off, and let the Duke of © locefter ſpeak to me. 
Speak, ſpeak, I ſay / What wouw'dlt thou have with me? 
2 Mur. He names the Duke of Gloceiter, 
i Mxr. Oh! Does he ſo? 
Is his Infallibility come to that? A Pox of his DoGrines. 
He has damn'd himſclt and me too. | 
Card, Who is the Grave-maker ? 
He is a Villain, he digs Graves ſo ſhallow, 
The dcad break Priſon, and come plague the Living, 
Why this is fine, the Living cannot cat 
Nor drink, nor ſleep in quiet for the Dead ; 
The Dcad that can donone of e'm, muit plague us. - 
Thou <nvious Ghoſt, get to thy own abode, 
I know not where it is, in Heaven or Hcl, 
Oh ! Hell! Hell! Hell! 1 am tormented : Oh! 
1 Mwr. Oh ! gallant, brave Infallibility ! 


Enter the King, Salisbury, Warwick, 


Kinz. How docs the Cardinal? 
2 Mur. Sir, of a ſuddcn 
He's fallen into a fit of Infallible Madneſs. | 
Card. Ha! who are theſe? Stand off, {ſtand off, who are you? 
Sal, This is your King, | | 
| Card. What King? The King of T errors? 
-Death ! is it he? If thou be*ſi Death, Ile give thee 
Treaſure cnough to purchaſe all this Kingdom, 
© thou wilt let me live, 2:d feel no pain» 
King. Ah! What a fi92 it is of evil lite 
When Death's approacl: appears ſo terrivle ? ; 
War, Ny Loxd, my Loxd Do you xnow Jour Kiog ? 
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Car. What King? what|King ? 
| War. King Henry. | 
| Car, Ha! King Henry! 
Sir, bring meto my Trial when you will, 
I am prepar'd, dicd he not m his Bed? 
Can I make men live whither they will no? 
/Ch ! do not torture me! I will confeſs —75-Oh 1 
| Kiznz, Poor wretch! | 

IV ar. What think you, Sir? Arc not theſe ſigns 
'Of horrid Guilt ? | 
| King, Let us not Cenſuxe him. - | R 
| Car. Alive again, do you ſay? Ha! ſhew him me? 
Tc give a Thouſand Pound to look on him. 


Stand by and let me fee him, —— there he is, 
He has no Eyes, the duſt has blinded e&'m, 
Comb Jown his hair! —look! — look ! it ftands upright 


Like Limetwigs, ſet to catch my Alying Soul. 
1 prethee do not carry me along with | thee, | 
ed T'le do cruel Pennance all my life); | \ 

Hunger ſhall ccar my Entrals, Whips my Flcſh, | | [- 
© my bare Feet; my habit ſhall! be Hair-clath, 
The Rock my Bed, hard Roots my only food, 

oul Puddle all my drink ;) it chis futhce not, 

'le ſell my (elf a Slave among the Turks: _ 

hat doſt thou ſay? wile thou confent to this? 

King. Oh! thou eternal! Mercy, caſt an eye 

t pity on this Wretch! Oh! drive away from him 
The hungry Fiend, that frives to gripe his Soul, 

Card, Ha ! Wilt thou not conlent? and muſt I dic? 
On. Ict me live, and be a Slave, a Dog ! 

hat muſt I die? Oh ! this is very cruel ! 

Yar, Sec how hegrins, Sir, with the pangs of Death. 
al, Diſturb him not, let him paſs peaceably. | 

King. Peace to his Soul, if it be Heavens good pleaſurc. 

ord Cardinal, If you hayt any hopes of Heaven, 
Hold up your hand, and gtyec a joyful ſignal. 

Sal. He ves us none. | 

King. Oh! Heaven have mercy on him 

IWar. He gives a dreadful-fignal of his Guilt. 

King. Forbear to judge him, we are ſinners all. 
le's dead ! cloſe vp his eyes, ——and let us All 
Fo fad and devout. Medication, , Exeant. 


The 
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The Scene is drawn. The Queen Weeping m— 
A Lady attending. Ee 
©, How am I robb'd of all my joys in Youth 2. 
That now My doleftul Years will hang on me, 
Like a great Family on a poor Bankrupt. 
My hope is, Deſtiny will ne*re be able, 
With this great weight of Miſery upon me, 
To drag me to the Priſon of old Ape, 
Where we lic cold and: dark as in the Grave, 
And have as great aloadof Earth\upon us ; 
Where melancholy thoughts about us crawl, . 
Like Toads in Dungeons about MalefaRors ; 
That Priſon, where through gates of Horror wrinkled: 
Fate feeds us with-the Water of our Tears, 
But enough to quench the thirſt of Sorrow, 
For the old Well.is. then almoſt dried up. - 
Lady. Oh! Madam! you'l bring Age on you in Youth, 
If you weep thus. | 
9s. 1 wou'd if I cou'd, bring on me 
The only joy of Age to be near Death. 
But I have a long Life fo travel through, 
Barren and comfortleſs as any Deſert, 
And I am ſpoil'd of all jutt at the entrance. 


Emter another Lad Y. 


2 Lady. Madam, there's a Gentleman without 
Come from aboard a Veſſc], where the Duke 
Of Suffolk lately was, —— 

24, Oh ! bring him! 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Oh! ſaw you lately, Sir, the Duke of Suffolk ? 

Gent, Yes, Madam. 

24, Oh! How docs he ? 

Gent, Well, I doubt not 3 
He is at the cnd of an unhappy Journey. — 

©u, In France already ? 

Gent In a better Country. —— TW; 
Madam, forgive my zeal to my dear Lord. .... 
I had the honour to be once his Servant, 

And knowing well vour Majeſty did bear - 
A very great reſpeR to his great Merit. 
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Came to entreat you to revenge hs Blood ] 
. His Blood ! + 
Chr His Blood : See Madam, | this was onee, 
'] he beautcous manly; Viſage of my Lord. ' 
S hews the Duke of Suffolk*s Head. 


i Lady. She faints! ſhe dies ! Oh! help for ime? S ſake. 
2 Lady. She ltirs 3 | ſhe's coming to her ſelf again. 
Su, Why have you! wak'd me from this pleafing ſlumber, 
In which I had forgotten my vaſt miſery? |} 
Where is the bloody Spettacle you. ſhewed me ! ? 
1 Lady. Away with it! 
Dx. Shew it me again, I ſay. 
Oh! barbarous and bloody Spectacle ! 
Is this the Noble Duke? Is this the man 
That was the pride of Nature, 57 raj Ornament, 
But now is Exzl2nd's; everlaſting ſhame | 
_ Oh! my dear murder'd Duke ! Is this the meeting 
Which we at parting promiſed to each other ? 


Love promis'd more than Deſtiny cou'd Pay 
Who did this curſed deed? | 


Gent, A curſed Pyratc, | 

;\ Who in thre Rivers Mouth clapt hidk aboard, 
' And tookthe Dukeand all of us his Priſoners, | 
The Duke they knew not till they ſpy*d his George, 
And then he own'd himſelf, and for his Ranſomie, 
Offer'd what ſums of 'Gold they wou'd demand ; 
He chanc'd to be one I alter Whitmore” S Prize, | 
Who loſt in Fight his eye. 

Ox, And to revenge it, 
þ He ' wou'd put out the' Sun. 
% Gent, Yes, kill the Duke, 
And he was ſtirr'd to greater infolence, 
By that Camn'd Villain; which they call'd their Captain, 
Who faid the Dake had murder'd good Duke Humphbry, . 
Begger'd the King, loſt France, and ruined F. neland. 
Nay, his toul Tongue did not refuſe to ſpit 
Diſhonour on your Sacred Majcſty, 
And ſaid the Duke had injur'd the King? « Bed. 
_ ©r. Impudent Villain ! - 

Gent. For all which foul Crimes, | 
He faid he wou'd revenge the King ud Kingdorn. 

©. Bold bloody Villain. + | 

Gent. The brave Dake on this; | #1 | 
Calling to mind his Birth was Caloulated, 4}  b6ed 
| And x Was told him he ſhou'd die" by Water, | |; rd 10 AA 
3.7. ; 


9 en be oor ren nr gee Wy v Py.” fr, 0 Wh 
wa : 


The MURDER of the D. of GLOCESTER. 6+ 
He thought at firſt the Fiend had quibbled with him 
And he ſhou'd die by one who was call*d Water, : 
2ut then remembring that he was at Sea, 
'1- found the Devil had two ſtrings to his Bow, 
S2w himſelt encompalt round with Deſtiny. 
icn lifting up his Eycs to Heaven he ſmil' d, 
As if he in his noble thoughts derided 
The ſport Fate makes with great mens Lives and Fortunes 
Then looking down with fcorn on his baſe FE nemies, 
He gave a figh; at which he nam'd Queen Margaret, 
And with that grace he acted every thing, 
He bowed his Hcad, and had it ſtricken off 
Ox. Oh! execrable Villains! cou'd this face 
Which govern'd me, not ſtrike an awe in you? 
Who werc not worthy once to look up it ? 
And thou ur. fortunate gallant: man ! 
Thy Wit, thy Valour, and thy aelicate Form, 
Were mighty faults, which the World cou'd not bear. 
No wonder tie viic envy of the baſe 
Purſucd thee, when the Noble con'd not bear thee, 
'Fhcy curſcd thee as the Nezroes do the Sun, 
Becauſe thy ſhining Glories blackned &'m. 
For which, Oh England thus T pray for thee ! 
 May'ſt thou ne*re breed brave Man, 'or if thou dot, 
Oh! Ict him be thy Ruine, or thou his. 
May a!l thy Witty men be ſadly Vitious, 
Let Noth devour their Fortunes, Fools their Fime, 
Lewdncſs their Souls, their Bodies Foul Dilcaſc. 
May thy Wife Men be Factious, and head Fools, 
If they be honeſt let &'m Toofe cheir Heads. 
Let thy Brave Men apainſt thy ſelf be braveli, 
Be Men at forcign, Devils at Civil War. : 
Let all thy Pious Sons with zeal run mad, | | 
And make Religion thy Reproach and Curſe. 
May ſt thou have all Religions to confound thee, 
And none to fave thee, ——Here a bloody Alcar, 
Oh | cruel England ! hat thou made tor me, ; 
Therefore theſe bloody Prayers F make for ence. . 
2 Lady, The King is coming, Madam. 


Exter 
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"Due the King, 
King. Ol:! my Lord; 


y bring thee frightful News, the Kentiſhmen 


Are up in Arms, headed by one Fack Cade, 
A Fellow who proclaims himſelf Lord Mortimer, 
Deſcended from the Duke of Clarenee Line: 
He is marching towards Loxdon, in the head 


. Of a rude rugged mercileſs crowd of Peaſants y 


And all the way he proclaims me Uſurper, | 

And vows to Crown himſelf at| Weſtminſter, 

And in this great diſtre(s, to comfort me, / 

The tray*'trous Duke of .75:h, ,| witha great! Power, 

Is marching hither too, and he proclaims | 

He comes but to remove the Duke of Sommerſ-t, 

But molt bdlieve he ſecretly intends 

To reap the benetit of Cade*s Rebcllion. 

That I am like a Ship hcfet with danger, 

Thrcatned with Wracking by the Kentiſh Storm, 

Or to be Boarded by that Pyrate,- Jork, | 
So | ſo my Curſe on Exgland ſprings already. (Aſude, 

Oh ! ; "this were Mulick to me, were it not -| «|. 

Allay'd by the (ad! weeping of my Son, 

Heir of theſe Noble 1+ ama who, methinks, 

Sighs in my Ear, Ah, Mother, for my fake 

Pity the helpleſs King my unfortunate Father ! 

He was Crown'd King-when he was nine Months old;3 

Bur it you do not aid him, his Misfortune | 

Will never ſuffer me to be a King. 40] 

For thy fake Princely Boy, 1 will afſift him, 

And ſomething forhis own, he's a good Man, 

Though a weak King 3 and it was wy am: bition. | 

ade Suffolk Gain this hands in innocent Blyod. 

Which Crime forgive me Heaven, and lct.the Duke 

Of Seb! Blood |be.a!l my Puniſhment, 


Enter Sommenſer art] Buckiogham. 


Buck, Oh! fly Sir, fy, the Reb.!s are in Southwark ;" 
The Citizens th rovleh tear forſake th;ew Houlcs. 


The Raſcal Pcople all joyn with the Travtors, 
 Threatning fo ſpoil the City, and your Court. 


Som. Take cemtort, Eeval Sir, we'll al ltand by you. 


Kings 


eMORL \ or the 2.9 JC 
King. Pray let as litgle, Blood be gets \ i 
"le ſend a holy Bilho 6 treat bel 
To ſpare their Souls and Bodies 3, I an; prot iſc e 
To mend my Government, for I confeſs, 
England may yet Curſe my unfortuate Reign. 
x, Come, Sir, take Spirit in yous Men like Buildings 
Fall to the Ground, if never Fire burn in e&'m 
| To hardene'm; King's a Royal Building, 
That ſhou'd have no ſoft Clay in lt at all. 
Adverſity has always reign'd| upon you, 
And made you foft; but yield not, Sir, to Rebe's. 
Royalty like great Beauty, muſt be chaſte, 
Rogucs will have all, if once they get a taſte. | Exenn, 
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On ſome | Gn: things logidiesy 088 bind to few) 
But be who did reform this Pla dbes ſroeay © 
Hell not beſtow rich» Trappings 04.4 Friſe, L107 


L 


hat will want Breath to run a- Three-days Conrſe [2 : py LIT: 

ad be turn'd off by Gallants of 'the Town; * 1 0 HO 

or Citizens and thr I ves to Hackney, 0 C0111 os Phi Lt” 

"02 thit a Barb thats came of Shackipears breed, Cf 4 rg GIFT TAC 
an e're want Mettle, Courage, Shape, 07 pe -64 4 Al 3k FO. 
ut. YO have Poetry P long ea Poſt, bl i: 464420 " A 
hat your delight iz Riding now bot. \ 

nd there # Reaſon for it. 7 muſt own, F/ 


ave Foundred all the Poets in the Town. 
las, their Strength and Cour. we may abate, 
/nder the Critique” s Spur, and "the Fools =, eight; 
Ind Deſtiny is playing wanton Tricke, 
urning the Nation round, to Poliigues |: | 
he Romiſa Bcaſt bas foar'd ber from ber #Fits, of 
ind thrown her in her old Convulfion Fits. f 
be ſame ſhe had many Years fince, "ti. ſaid, 
hen Poetry was a miſerable Fade, 
be Pulpit then Men fiercely did beſtride, 
Ind Muſqueteers that Wooden Horſe did ride. | | 
boſe damn'd Diſeaſes by time purg'd away, | | 
'be Nation ſtreight grew Toung again and Gay. | | 
alls aſſign” d. as Maſquerades and Plays, 
Yere all the Buftn:(; of thoſe happy Days. 
ſo flock'd to Plays as if tbey Fabiless were, 
[hings to be ſeen but once.in Fifty 1ear. 
ſbces 2th? Morning did with Beanty ſhine, 
And Citizens then in the Pit did Dine. 
The Wife with ber good Husband did frevail. 
[s bring the Sucking Bottle full of Ale. 
I bea on her Knees wy C apon-legs were ſeen, 
Her Husbands Capoa-legs I do not mean. 
T hen re w-re pretions things, purchag?d tis known, 
Þy Cloaths and Suppers, bm theſe Days are” done. 
Jet they will come agaiz,, Times cannot hold, 
But nwilft they mend, Curſe on- it we (grow old; | 
Tb:n we may all who once were your delight, 


& , with Poke Humphry 4s you ave done to Nigly 
WD | [ FINIS. my 


A. » : £ 
wy M OY "EF © HE 
2 a . -* 
b bk of £7 y L CT A | 4. 
% I : at 4 & . 
” , % # a. F Fi : 5 , * : 
- , \ *.: =_ : , % 4 , 6 o 


 Wligious Broyles to ſich © a height are grown, 

All the ſweet ſound of Poctr they drown.” 

Were nf here his Lute might charm os Beads. oy 

Our Mftiffs, ot our Rabble,or our P rieſts. 

Good Heaven! Sirs ! are there no other ways, 

To damn the Pope, but damning all our Plays” jet 

To our Relegion * tis ,y0 annng at ah! 

That, if our Wit muſt ſtand; or Patth Inuft. alle: 

All parties in a Play-Houſe may agree, 

The Stage is priviledg'd from Piety. 

Tis pheaſant, Strs,'t0 Tee. os fight and branf 

hes "Religion, but by Hi SC at ay, 3 Oi. 

Moſt irons for the Readto Heaw'n conte ad, 

But never care to reach the Founneys end. 

Though you loſe Heaven, you wil keep the WE F:43 - 

The * Pope ſha'n't have you, Tho h the Devil may. © 

7] heſe Now ſuch Buſineſs for the ” riticks find, 

They re not at leaſure Poetry to mind, 

Well for the; Poet"tis the} re Jo em ery 'd; : 

Elſe this . poor. Ha ork Lf his wou'd be deſtroy d. 

For by his Leeks Sk if *tis built alone, \9 $6 ns 7 

The Divine $ r did not lay bile Stone. -' > STK 1 

Befides this Traggdy a Rod will prove, .'; © © 1 

To whip us ' for a Fake, we too much Love, 

And have for ages liv d calld Civil $ Me. 

The Engl! ce Fc like 4 Wi 

fs 204g d always 'tutft,' D. 
And og? pays ries Tide the is 

' This Poet, ( ng hp] in Colours fatue). 


Theſe ſcurvy bes in all dong aint 
Woe 6 in $i ont each others-Brains: 
| 0y, for Which phis. Nation off thhes Pamns. 


F! any like the Ills he fhews to day, 
Lett them be dann'd and tet them damn the P lay. 
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George, Duke of Clarente, ſe-7' 
' cond Son of the Dake c 9 ® Me Jor is) \ LV 


Pork, WL WY 
Richard the thuxd Son, < | bh 
\\ffs x WT »&> of 6 Tg . 

Crook- bat "oo ws lg : 4 ll = 
Rutland a Ch | li yadnget, |" © ad 0 Hl 2s WE: wy 1 


Son. bin BOK: Wa aA * . EY wii all 
The Great Earl of Warwick," By M6: ;Bartermn. F 
Old Lord Clifford,” 000 YA Boi. 9 {A 

Ad 


Young Clifford, hin So, \ LY '# hs 
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Henry, 

Lady Gi the\\ 
Ow 6, be ov; ; 
at length married byKag | 
Edward the fourth, © 

Lady Elianor Butker; (6) 
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SCENE ENGLAND. 
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MISERIES 
__ CivilWar [. 
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ACTI SCENE 


A Noiſe of Fighting; a Shout for Viftory. 
Enter Cade and bis Rabbls: 


Cade. Ps all my dead Subjetts into the Thames. ( 
Now ſay.,, what placeis this ? OR 

Butch. *Tis London-Stone. | bh 
Cade, Then am 1 Mortimer, Lord ofthis City z; 

And here, I, ſitting upon London-Stone, 

Declare, this is the firſt day of our Reign. 

SoI command the Conduits all Piſg Claret: 

And I proclaim it Treaſon nowfor any man 


To call me © Lord Mortimer. 
Ag 


Enter a Souldier running. 
Sould. Fack, Cade, Jack,' Jack! 


kills him. 


Cade. Knock down that ſawcy Fellow. [4 Bmtcber 
Butch. If he bas wit, he'll neyer call thy Honour 


: - 0 +: all 


Tack, Cade again. 


WF \F 


- 
- 
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_ Cade. Ithink he has fair warning. 


ly | Enter a Cobler, With a Scerrvener, 
Cob. My Lord : my Lord f ld] 
Cade. Well ſaid, a mangerly Fellow., | = 
Coh. 1 have catch a Sethe treres, ſg Bojes Coptes.. 
Cle Oh'! thereYa Villity! a corruptervot Youth. 
Cob. He has a Book in's Pocket with red Letters int. 
Cade. Then he*s a Conjurer. [L a ” 
Cob. He can write Bills, and Bonds, and Obligations, to bind 


People to undo'themſelves, and pay Money, whether they 
Can or no; ſuch a Rogue is enough to undo a Nation. 


Cade. I'm ſorry for it, for'on-my honour he*s aproper fellow : . 


He ſhall not dye wnlefs | find hith Guilty. 


Cob. He ſhall die, Guilty or not Gitittyz I brought him to be 


Hang'd, and f willnot loſe [my labour. Ilove hanging, there's: 
Never any hanging, but I leave my Stall to go ſee it. 
Hanging-day is my holy-day, andI will keep Coblers holy-day. 


Cade. We'll hang him, but we'll examine him firſt. 
*Cob. No hang him firſt, for now no man will confeſs, 


Till after he's hang'd. 


Scriv. Emannel. 
Cob. Emannel! 


Cade. I will examine him. ——Sircah !| what's thy Name / 


 That'sa ſtrange Name, Frient *twill/govery'hard with you. 


Cade. Let mealone! Friend, doſt thou write thy Name, 


Or uſea mark like aphin'honeſtman'? 


Scriv. Sir. thank Heaven, I have been'fo well bred, 


That I can write my name. 


My Lord, my Lord, a prize an't like thy Ho; , 
Here's the Lord Say, 'who ſold'the Townes in F7; 
And made us pay one and twenty Fiftcens s 


And a ſhilling to the pound, laſt Subſidy. 


All. He has confeft, LE bl 
He's a ſtranger, and a Villain, hang him. | 
Cade. Hang him with his Petrand'mk about his Neck.- 


Enter others with the Lerid Say Priſoner. 


Cade. | will behead himoneand twenty times. 


Come ſcurvy Lord, 'what canſt thou ſay 


To our Mightineſs, for giving up our Towns. 
To Monfieur Baſimecu,the Dolphin of France ? 
Be it known unto thee, Traytor,by theſe preſents, 


"Fg al & /; Dd yl - 
Even by the preſence of my ſelf, Lord Mortimer, 
That I will ſweep the world clean of ſuch filth. 

Thou Trayterouſly haſt built a Grammar-School, 
To debauch all the youth, and whereas formerly 
, Our Grandliers us'd no Book, but Score and Tally, 
Thon haſt caus'd wicked Printing to beus'd, 
And contrary to the King, his Crown and Dignity, 
Haſt built a Paper-Mill. It will be proy'd, 
T hat thou haſt Servants talk of Nouns and Verbs, 
And ſuch vile Words no Chriſtian er*e can here. 
Thou haſt appointed Juſtices of Peace, 
To call poor men before *em, about matters 
They cou'd not anſwer; yes, and thou haſt hang'd *em, 
Becaule they cou'd not read. 
Cob. There was a Villain? | 
Cade. Thou rid'ſt upon| a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 
Say. Well what of that? 
Cade. Why 1s it not a thame 
Thy Horſe ſhow'd weare a Cloak, when honeſt men 
Goin their Hoſe and Doublets ? 
Say. Well, I find 
You men of Kent —— 
All. Whatof us men of Kent? 
Say. That Kent is, bona terra mala gens. 
,  Caae. Bold Traytor, he ſpeaks Latin in my preſence. 
Go hang him, hang him. 
Say. Hear me,Country-men. 
Cade. Hear Latin! Villain? hang him. 


- 


All. Hang him, hang him. —— [They drag him away 


Butch. We'll hang up every man that can ſpeak Latin. 
Cade. Well counſel'd Butcher, coynſel'd like a Butcher. 
We will, and more, for they are but few. | 
Tay. We'll hang up any man that can ſpeak French. 
For Pma Taylour, and there is no man | 
That can ſpeak French will let me work a ſtitch for ?em.. 
Cob. We'll hang up all the Lords and Gentlemen. 
Spare none but ſuch as go in clouted ſhoes 3 
For Pm a Cobler, and live by thoſe. 
Tay!. But by your favour, Sir, I ama Taylor 
And, Sir, I live by Lords and Gentlemen); 
Il only wou'd hang thoſe that owe me money, 
And will not pay me. | 
Cade. Why, thou ſtiching Coxcomb ! 
We will be Lords and Gentlemen our ſelyes. 
Tayl. Oh! that's another ng 
2 


Cades 


} Cade. Another thing ? | | 
/ What do we fight for elſe, you ſilly Raſcal? 
Cob. *Tis true, my Lord, we ought to be Great-men, 
| For itis ſaid, Labour in thy Vacation : | | | 
| Thatis, let Magiſtrates be labouring-men, | 
{ Therefore we lab/ring men ought to be Magiſtcates ; 
And | will be Lord Cobler, and a Counſe)lor. 
Carp. Vle be Lord Carpenter, for 'tis a ſhame 
' * That none of the Kings Council are good Workmen. _. 
Cob. The Lords, forſooth ſcorn to wear leather Aprons. 
Cade. We'll make *em glad to go in leather Aprons. 
| Butch. Well ſtick*em all, and we'll be Lords our ſelves. 
Tayl. I'11 be contented to be but a Knight. 
cl. Shall we not ſpare the Lords that are our friends, 
Such as thy Couſin Planragenet, and others ? 
Cade. No Lord is our Friend, you Fool, | they meerly choule us. 
Butch. How! meerly chouſe us? -— 


Cade, I ſay meerly chouſe/us. | 
All the fine words and money that they $i us 
*'s nothing elſe but buying of Calves-heads. | 
Butch. My Cleaver then ſhall chouſe ?em of their Brains. 
Cade. When they have done with us, they*l turn us of. 
Butch. Here are brave Knaves. | 
Tay!. His Honour underſtands ?em. | | 
Cos. Il Gad, my Lord's a\devilifh parlous Fellow. 
| _ Prethee, my Lord, what ail's theſe plaguy Lords 
'\ Tokeeptiiscoyl, when th:y have a power o* money, 
| BraveLands, and gallant Wenches to their Wives ? 
Caae. Pll tell thee T om the Cobler,here*s my ſhoe ; 
Doſt thou believe. my ſhoe, ifit had wit,, 
Wou'd carry me up and down all day vta dirt 
Or doſt thou think my Breeches wou'd be ſat on, 
Or Doublet cloath my Back, and by that means 
Be often cudgell'd, if they had any wit 
No, if they had any wit, they would be Caps. 
Cob. True, but thy worſhip's Cap is ſometimes cudgelPd- 
I have known thy|Honour haye a broken pate. 
Cade. Ay but pride feels no hurt ;, ſo ſome great Lords 
Are trodden under foot like dirty ſhoes, 
Some hang like Qoublets on the Nations back, 
And ſome like Breeches only on the tayl. 
But by their good wills they would all be Caps, 
And fo wow'd you my friends. if you be wile. 
Cob. We?ll all be Caps. = 
All. All Caps, all Caps, all Caps. 
| | | Cade. 


p Fl ' F F/ * i If. 


Cade If youll be Caps hang all Lords and Gentlemen, 
Ard allrich Citizens. 
Butch. How, all rich Citizens ? 
Prithee my Lord, they are my patticular Friends, 
They buy more Meat, than all the Lords in England. 
And then they promiſe they?1l do great things for us, 
If we will help?em to redreſs their Grievances: * 
Cad. Butcher, thoſe promiſes are but a meer cheat, 
Theſe men puft thee, juſt as thou blowſt thy Veal, 
Only to make thee ſwell for their own ends. 
Butch. Arethey ſuch Knaves ? F 
Cade. Oh they are notorious Knaves, 
They cheat the Town,their Wives, themſelves, and us. 
They ſit up nightly a Plotting, and Caballing, 
So cheat their Wives of due benevolence, 
T hey leave their Shops a-days, for State-Afﬀairs, 
So cheat themſelves of money they might get, 
And cheat the Town of Trade that it might have, 
And laſt they mean to cheat us of our Necks, 
Put vs on Plots for them, then have us hang'd. 
Now my good ſubjects we are bound in Conſcience, 
Totake their Wives and give 'em due Benevolence, 
To take their Shops, 'and givethe Town it's due, 
To hang the men, and give the Rope it's due, 
And fo we ſhall be very honeſt fcliows. 
Ai. Ay,Ay,we ſhall be very honeſt: fellows. 
Cob. In thort we'll ha? no. Trades but Eating, and 
Drinking. We'll have ſeven half-penny Loaves 
For a Farthing, and a Pint-pot ſhall hold a 
Gallon; and (© let us about our hanging work. 

Cade. Go, Subjects, go, but pray remember one _ 
To hang the Lawyers when your hand is in. 
Cob. 1 warrant thee, my Lord, we'll hang the Lawyers 

But now I think ou't they wear out 

Abundance of Shoorleather in going to Weſt- 

Ainfer-Hall,and employ Coblers much. 

Beſides they help to undo Lords, and Gentlemen. 

But now I think on't we can undo *em 

Faſt enough our ſelves, by burning their Houſcs, 

And taking their Lands. The Lawyers 

Have a ſure way of undoing em, butit's more tedious, 
Ours is moſt quick, and as ſure; 

So we ſhall have noule o the Lawyers, 

And fo lets hang 'em. 
And for that reaſon too 


"W- 
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- Let's os the Dottors wn Pothecaries. 
= though they do kill Gentry pretty well, 
et we have a better, quicker way 3 | | 
By knocking ?em o' the head. 
Cade. Subjetts,dang the Doctors and retiucorlebie 
Hang the Lawyers firſt, for fear _ | 
Hang you—— for when you haye h | 
A thouſand broken heads, and ſettled all things, 
As right as you wou'd wiſh, a Roguy Lawyer 
Will ruine all again with a "meerquirk. 

Cob. A quirk! what's a quirk ? 

Cade. A quirk why tis a quirk— 

Cob. Well, but what is a quirk ? 

Butch. What's matter what aquirkis? 1 know 
What my Lord means by quirk. 

Cob. Do you ſo,Sir : Thenyou area Scholar arc 
You? Sir, as little learning as|this has made | 
Many a man a Prieſt, you deſerve to have 
Your brains beaten out. | 
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Butch. My brains? | | 
| Cade. Hold Cobler and Butcher : ! Civil vVar ars 

Among our ſelves. | | 

Cob. 1 hate Scholars, I will haveno man live 
Among us that knows more than [. 
But I wou'd know what a quirk is. 

Cade. Doſt know what an Awli Is f 
_ Cob. [think Ido. | © 

Cade. «Then as thou boreſt bales i in ſhoes with 
Thy Awl to mend 'em, Lawyers with quirks bore _ 
Holes in Eſtates to mar 'em. | 

Cob. Oh 10h! _ 

Cade. For this, and other reaſons hang the Lawyers 
| They ſtrive to make the Subjes break the Law, 
And then they make the Law break al the Subjects, 
Ar1cunningly they make ſuch rotten Laws, - 
That men muſt break'em all ſpite of their Teeth, 
We ſend (you know ) ſometimes men to make Laws, 
And there theſe men ſit hatching Lams;and/Laws,' 
And as they think hacch fornd and wholefome! Laws 
A plag guy Lawyer gets his finger 10, 
And purt's ſuch ſcurvy quirks into the Law, | 
That when *tis hatch'd, I Gad the rotten Law _ c 
. Fall'sall to pieces likea pocky Child 1G” Sac] 


Butch. 


Of CIVIIWAR © 
Butch. There are pure Knayes for you, ſince they 
Are for quirks, WE 14 © 
We'll goand put ſuchqairks in the Ians of Court 
Shall tumble them all down about their ears. 
Cade. Do, honeſt ſubjeAs,do. 
Cob. We will, my Lord. 
And prithee let thy month beall the Law. 
Cade. Cobler well ſaid, my mouth fhall be the Law, 
For all the Law of England is bytmouth ; 
When you. are atlaw, it is notthe beſt cauſe, 
But the beſt mouth that always carries it. 
Cob. Prithee let thy menth be Weftminſfter-Hal, 
And my mouth ſhall be Paws: 
| For we ha* nouſeo” Churches, | nor Steeples, © 
Nor Prieſts, 'the chief uſe o? Priefts is to cat 
Pig, wecan cat Pig as well as they. | vt 
Cade. Wehave no uſe ©? the Inns of Conrt, or Tower, Ri: 
Pluck down the Tower, and burn all the Records, Be 
Why ſhou'd we keep 
Mouldy Records of what our Grandſiers did ? 
For we do what we will for all our Grandſiers 
On London bridge hang Traytours heads, and quarters. _ 
Theſe are Records too,but who minds Records * 
| Burn all Records Records ? 
Ak. Burn all Records. 
Cade. Who ſounds a parley there ? 


Enter a $ enldiar 


Soul. One from the King. | | 
Caade.Well let him come,t don't careif Hpeakwith him; 


Enter Old LordClifford. 


Well what's thy buſineſs with me ? 
Old Cl. Thou vile Rebel, 
V Vhy doſt thou' thus diſturb the King, and Kingdome ? 
Eade.Thou Fool,to have my own, Pm heir to the Crown. 
O1d Cl. Impudent Slave,thy Father wasa Plaiſterer. 
Cob, Yes, and his Mother was a Midwife, what's that ? 
Cade. VVell, Adam was a Gardiner,what”s that ? 
Tay, did not Edmund Mer timer, Earl of 3darch 


Marry 


e Daughter o the Duke of Clarewe 0 | 
O!dCl. He did, Sir Clown, and what is that to you? _ 
Cade. By her he had: two Childrenata Birth; | 


The Elder of em being put to Nurſe, | 
Was ſtole away by a ſtinking Beggar-woman, 
(Like a damn'd curſed jade) and by that means 
The Princely Infant was bred vp a Brick-layer, 
And Pmthe Princely Off-ſpring of that Infane. 
Old Cl. Plantagenet invented this fine ſtory. - 
Cade. You lye, forl invented it my ſelf. 
Old CI. 1am ſent by the King to offer pardon 
Toall that will forſake thee, and go.-home.._ 
VV hat ſay you Countrymen, will you be:happy _ 
And leave this Rogue, or follow him and be hang'd ? 


All. 1don't know what to think on't ? [All muner- 
| Cade. Are you muttering? | 8 
V'Vhy, you damn'd fools, will you believe a Lord ? 


Do they not often run.into. your Debts, | 
And promiſe payment, and ne're keep their words ? 
Do they not often with fine promiſes 
Delude your Daughters,and when they have enjoyed them, 
Do they e're keep their words? Then follow me. 
AN. A Cade, a Cade! we'll follow thee, Fack Cade. 
Ola.Cl.Yowll follow Cade ? pray whither,to the Gallows? 
He has no other home to lead you to. 29 Þ 
He knows not how to live but by the fpoil; 
But ſay that whillt you robb and kill your Country-men, 
The fearful French whom you but lately vanquiſht, 
Showd make a ſtart o're Seasand vanquiſh you; 
Had you not better go and ſpoil the French, 
And the King pay you too for your good ſervice, 
- Than here Rebel, and the King hang you all | 
For Rogues, or worſe, the Frexch come make you ſlaves ? 
All. 1 don't know what to think on't— —[Allmmrer. 
Cade. Again arg Pi 
VVho!ll ever truſt ſucffcurſed whifling Raſcals? 


Enter young Clifford and Follewers. 


Yo. Cl. What are you doing, my Lord ? treating with Raſcals ? 
It were too vile anOffice for a[Scavenger, 
To lweep ſuch dirt intothe Common ſhore ? 
Aud zreyou treating with *em|? Nay, and treating 
In the Kings name too ? very fineindeed, | 
The King muſt barter for bis Crown with Raſcals, 
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What ever Price the Villains make him pay, 
Though his Crownſhou'd be dear, himſelſ is cheap, 
I with no Tongue but this will talk to Rebels. 
The Scene a Tent. Enter King Henry. 
Hen. Never had King leſs joy ig®Throne than 1, 
Nor more misfortune. Heaven was pleas'd to ſet 
My Cradle on the top of humane Glory, 
Where 1 lay helpleſs, open to all Storms. 
My Childiſh hand, not able to ſupport 
My Fathers Sword, dropt the victorious point, 
And let fall all the Lawrels that adorn'd it, 
And French and Engliſb fell a ſcrambling for 'em, 
So loſt I France z now am l threatned too 
By wicked Rebels, with the loſs of Eupland. 
Cade and his Rebels drive me from my City, . 
\ Plantagenet ſeek's to drive me from my Kingdom. 


Enter the Queen, and ber Train. 


Qs. Take comfort, Sir, I bring you happy tidings. 
The Villain Cade is kill'd by brave young C-ford. 

Hen. Killd ! = | 

24. Kill'd, and all the Rebels beg your mercy. 


Hen. Oh ! Heav'n accept my vows of thanks and praiſe. 


But ba { here comes his gallant. Father weeping. 
— Enter OldClifford. 


Ol. Cl. Yes Sir, I weep, but Iweep tears of Joy, 
For 1 am cruſh'd between two mighty Joyes ; 
Your Royal ſafety, -and my Sons ſucceſs. 


But here he is,to tell you his own ſtory. 
Enter Toung Clifford. 


- 


Yo. Cl. Sir, I moſt humbly here preſent your Majeſty 
The Head of the notorious.Rebel Cade. i 
Hen. Oh ! Gallant Cl;Ford, -how ſhall Ireward thee ? 
. To. Cl. 1 fought notfor rewards, or if I did, 
I ought to end my work, ere I be paid, 
I have only now pull'd down a paltry Scaffold, 
On which Plantagenet deſign'd to Tlimbe, . 
Tobuild his Trayt'rous pv a " 


. LDraws, al fight on the 
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Hen. Tue indeed, | _ 

le is approaching me with a great Army ; 

ut he gives out he only does intend _ 

odrive away from me ſome wickeg Miniſters. 
To. Cl. The conſtant vizard of Rebellion. 

ebellion is ſo foul and grim a Monſter, | 

'hat thoſe that mount the horrid-ReAt, are forc'd 

Po cover it all o're with gaudy Trappings. 

hey mark it in the Forehead with white Rarrs, 

retences Heavenly, and Innocent. 
Qu. Sir, he has told you a molt excellent truth. 
Hen. 1 muſt confeſs [like not ta have Subjects 

reſent their Kings Petitions upon Pikes. | 


Old Cl. Sir,..let the Rebels come, | we are prepar'd- 


| [Enter 41 Officer. 


Off. A Trumpet from Plantagenet craves audience. 
Hen. Admit him. | | 


Enter the Trumpet: 


Trum. Royal Sir, the Duke my maſter 
Does beg admiſſion to your Kingly preſence; 
To give you the true Reaſon of his arming,. 
And prove his Loyalty. * 

Qs. Juft as we thenght, 


| 


Hen. Gotell my Couſin, ſince he ſpeaks ſofair, 24 

Je ſhall have free acceſs andall kind uſage. _ CLExity, Trwm- 
OldCt. What do you mean Sir? 
Hen. To throw far from my ſelf 

[he guilt of allthe ill that may enſue. 

le ſhall not ſay that I refugd to hear, 

Ir to redreſs any juſt grievances. 


£ » 
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Y, Cl. Sir, you will find your (elf will be the grievance: - 
Phe Tricks of theſe ambitious men are, firſt | 
Fo ; guy all the People with difloyalty, FE | 
\nd when they. have made *em ſick; they tell em nothing, 
an cure *em bunt fomme flowers out of the Crown ; ' 
\nd fo they.ſet the rabble raving for *ﬀm.* 
Q«. Lord Clifford when the haughty rebelcon e's. 
\rreſt him of High-Treaſon. Fs { 
0140. Iwill doit, Magam.. 
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Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Richard, 


kiſſes the Kings Hand. yn FT 4 


Hen. Welcome dear Couſin. Pray acquaintme ithfull - 
| What do you mean by all the Frome bon bring ? ” | l; 
Pl. Only to drive ſome Traytours from your preſence 
| Os I know no greater Traytors than your ſelf _ 
O14Cl. Andthereforel arreſt thee'of High-Treaſon. 
Pl, Arceſt me ha! Shall it þe thus King Henry? 
Hen- It ſhall not be, Ipromis'd him ſafe Conduct, © 
Edw. My Lord, we'll be your Bail. : 
- Pl. See, I have Bail. | | 
Lord Cord, in whoſe namedo you Arreſt me ? 
Old Cl. inthe Kings Name, + | 
Pl. Then Ill unfold my ſelf. _- 
Know hitherto Pve been like a dark Clond, 
Where ſcorching heathas been ingendring Thunder: 
The grumbling and the rowling you have heard, 
But now the deadly bolt ſhall light among you. 
I am your King. | 
Hen. Ha! | 
Pl. ' Yes, I am Your King. 
I'm ſprung out of the Royal houſe of Clarence, 
Whom threeuſurpers ofthe houſe of Laxceſt 
Succeſlively have trodden under feet, 
' Whilſt they have glittered in our RoyalGlory, 
Shone like falſe Diamonds in our royal Robes. 
©; Now,Sir, are we convinc'd we told you truth. 
PI. And my next Title is the only Claim ; 
Duke Henry,(for V1! call him now no otherwiſe) 
Duke Henry borrows from his bloody Grand Father 
Henry the Fourth, I've twenty thouſand men, 
But with this difference, Henry's Troops wereVillains 
Depoſers of their lawful Sov'reign Richard, 
Mine are defenders of their true King Richard, 
I mean my ſelf. * To | 
Hen. Was ever ſuch| Ambitious 
Frenzy as this ? 
Y. Cl. Did not wetell you this ? : 
Z4. And we willtell you more, obey yonr King 
I mean my Royal Father, or our Swords _ 
Shall turn the Arreſt of Treaſon on your-ſelves. Es 
Old Cl. Surely you think "- are among your Beauties, 
2 
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morons | Edewk, there eh vi 20ur lies | 
Q. Letthem admire thy boaſts, here thon art ſcorn'd. 
E4.*Tis ſaid when the brave Duke of S»ffok_ liv'd, 
wyueen Margaret would not contemn a Lover. 
m young, and love, but yet I am not ſtricken 
> blind with beauty, but | can diſcern 
oth the fair Kingdom, and the fair Queen lye. . 
ick of the impotence of a/Weak King: 
Qs. Ill manner'd infolence ! . 
Rich. Why do you talk. 
o this poor wretched Neapolitan ? * . 
he and her Husband are fit for wk other ; 
e has no heart, and ſhe no heart for him. 
ortune loatied him as ſoon as ere ſhe ſaw him, 
or from his Cradle never wou'd endure him, 
nd her ſhe never did think worth her care. 
Cs. Why? wcll ſaid ugly/Crook- back ! ſpoken like | 
by hideous horrid ſelf - 
will not dothee ſo much good to kill thee. 
hy Soul cannot be worſe than where it is. 
Hen. He bears about him what ismore deformed 
han humane ſhape can be, his wickedneſs. | 
Pl. I've ſhewed my right, |and here.are my three Sons 
© plead it with their Swords, now Pll produce 
y laſt and ſtrongeſt Titk to the Crown, 
he ſword of the vittorious Earl of Warwick. 
all in the Earl of Warwick. 


) 


War. Iam here - | 
Pl. Inform the ignorant world whois King of England, 
War. Whom my ſword pleaſes. = 

Her. Thou againſt me Warwick! = | 

hat did?ſt thou never ſwear Allegianceto me ? | 
War. *Cauſcladored an idel once in ISDOrARCE, 

ſt 1 ſtill do ſo, now I ſee my error ? 

ow Duke of Lancaſter (for. you are nomore 

wry your Grand Father murdered his King 

hard the ſecond, not content with that, 

trampled on the rights of the next heirs. 

Ir Father warlick Henry, 1 confeſs, 

1 in deſert what he did want in Title. 

merit makes no lawful claim to [7m i 

Wit did, I wou'd be Ry of England. 


Futer VVarwick 


But 
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But1will tell you to your face, Duke Henry , 
That you have neither Title nor Deſert: 


% Cl. Cn impudent of Traytours. 


YT. @. 
War. Pl ſpeak truth, 
And value not the fury of you all. 
Your Father Henry was a Wall of ſteel 
Through which there was no paſſing to the throne, 
But you are only a ſoft ſilken Curtain, 
Which with my hand or breath 11 put aſide, 
And ſeat your ſelf King Richard in the Throne, 
For it is empty though the Duke be there, 
The Duke is nothing, or ſuch pgor thin ſoft ſtuff 
The Crown ſinks down in him, and is not icen. 

Yo. Cl. W hat, have tele: Traytours conquer'd us already, 
- They ralk at this 01d rate ? Thou Traytour Warwick /—.. 
Warwick? no !——-when thou didſt unking thy King 
Thou mad'it thy felfa Groom 3 by the ſame law, 
Thou tramplcſt on thy King, a ſawcy Groom 
May ſet his dirty foot upon thy jaws, 
Andrtell thee they-were made both of one Clay. : 

War. The duke of Lazcafter's no King of mine. | 

TY. Cl. V'Vhence haſt thou this ? fromL awyers, and from Scriblcrs 7 
Say, the King's Grand-father Murther'd his King | 
And damn'd his Soul for it, what's that to thee ? 
Say, our proſterity ſhou*d wrong each other, - 
V Vhat muſt their Servants cudgel *em to honeſty ? 
Oh ! But old ſtories cenſure the King's Title ; 
Are royal Robes made of ſuch raggs as Pamphlets ? Ee 
Yes, when a beggar feign wou'd put *em on, 1 "i 
One that wouw'd beg the Kingdom from the people, 
And ſuch a beggar is Plantagenet. | 
Oh / bnt the lawyers like not the Kings Title: 
 VVhat ſhall the lawyers be the Kingdoms Oracles, 

And judge their Kings, who ſpeak but as inſpir'd 
By the Kings Image ſtampt upon his Gold? 
Let the King give *em ſtore of goldenPictures 
And they will give him a ſubſtantial title. . 
And then the Noble-menmuſt be the Bayliffs 
* To execute the ſentence of the Coyfe. 
Damn thy pedantick Treaſon; thou art as far 
From wit as honour, and that's far enough. 
VVhoſtopps a River's head up, drie's the ſtream z 
Thou halt divided thy ſelf fromthy King, 

Dn | | The 
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The ſpring of honour, ſo thou _ no honor. 
But art a heap of dirty peſantry, - 
. Fit only to manure a braye'mans fortune : k--; 
A ſtraying Beaſt, with the Devil's mark upon thee, 
Rebellion, and 1'll ſend thee to thy owner. 
Ed. Whata fierce talkers this? | 
War. 1 laugh athim; 45, th 
 Allthis Noo noiſe and fury you have heard, 
: Is but the crackling 'of ſome burning thorns, 
| That hedge the Duke, and they will ſoon be aſhes. 
Pl. No more Duke Henry, will you yield my Crown, 
Or ſhall we fall upon you ? 
Hen. Mult it be fo ? | 
Let us not bloodily Butcher one another; 
But fairly to the field, and therein Battle 
Make an Appeal to;Heaven. 
Pl. With all my heart. 
Y. Cl. Then royal Henry, fixton hd Cliferd, 
Stand like a Cedar on a Mountain rod; | | 
Securely rgored, and deſpiſe all ſtorms. 
Hen. My cauſe is/fixt on Heav*n, for it Is ui 
War. Then ſound to Armes. ; 
All. To Arevey, to Armes, to Armes —_ * [Exr 
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ACT 1L 
An Alarm. 


Enter Warwick bub Souldiers befong| cbs over the Stage. Enter Plan- 
 kagenet, and Old Clifford fighting. ——— Clifford falls. | 


7 PArenell,ol valiant Clifford, 1 ſhou'd now 
Be ſorry for thee, wer*t thou not my Enemy. [Ex 
Old Cl. Be ſorry for thy ſelf, thou art TI | 
And 1 for loyalty die honourably. 


Enter Young Clifford. 


T. Cl. Shame ala Confuſion, all ison the rout. 
My men are fled or kill'd, and Ialone>-| 
Stand likea lofty Maſt, ſhewing my head 
Above the Waves, when all the Ship isſunk, 

I cannot ol my Father nor my King, | | olet b 


a _ 


Old. Cl. Son! 
Yo. Cl, I heard a Voice reſembling much 
My Fathers, very weak and faint it ſeemed, 
As hewere far from me, or near todeath. 
Old Cl Son! © 
Yo. CI. Ha! again hecalls ! Oh! there helyes ! 
All weltring in his gore, gaſping for life. 
Oh ! Father ! Father !. if thou haſt breath enough, 
Leave with me but the.name of him that wounded thee 
That I may give thee and my ſelfrevenge, | 
And Fl prefer that glorious Legacy, 
Before the Eſtate and Honour which thou leay'ſt me 
Ol.Cl.Plantagenet gave me my death. !—Farewel— [[Dyes. 
Y.CI. Plantagenet gave thee thy death——Plantagener 
Then gave himſelf and all his race deſtruCtion. 
He kills our old men, and PII kul his Children. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pitty, 
Tears ſhall be to me as the dew to fire, 
I will be famous for inhumane cruelty, Y 
My Father hears me not, he's dead} he's gone. 
Come thou new ruin of Old Cl:ford's houſe, 
I'll bear thee on my ſhouldiers as e/£neas 
Did old Archiſes, but with this ſad difference,. 
_ Hebore aliving Father, mine is dead, _ 
And fo my burden and my grief is heavier. 


He takes his Father on his back, and going out meets the King, Queen, and 
Souldiers. | 


QD. Away, away, Sir, what doyou mean to ſtay? 
All's loſt, you have no ſafety but in flight. 
Hen. My heart's ſo heavy that I cannot flye. 
OD. Ha ! who goes there ? Clifford thou art, I think: 
Ts. Cl. l am. | 
©x. What burden haſt thon on thy ſhoulders. 
Yo. Cl. I carry vengeance for Plantagener. 
Hen. Plantagenet dead ? $ 
Yo. Cl. A braver honeſter man, | 
My valiant loyal Father. 
Hen. Clifford dead ? 
Yo. Cl. Kill'd by Plantagenet. 
Na. Takecomfort,Cliford. | 
We'll ſtreight to London, where we have pow'r enough 
Torevenge our ſelves and thee, and to aſliſt us. 
The Parliament ſha!l meet agd raiſe the Kingdom. 


| T0. Cl. Foryour revenge raiſe Kingdom ard for mine, "= 
. TH raiſe my ſelf, and Pll have bloody ay 

Pl} kill Plantegenet, \and all his Sons | IN 
That when he 1s dead he may not have a Son. | 
To bear him tothe grave, -as I myFather | 
And ſocutoff his memory from the Earth, 

| Meet I but any Infants of his Houſe, 
Into as many gobbits will Icur'em 
As wild Medea did the young Abſyrtir,. 
And 1 will ſtarve my men that aA m6 eat "em, 
And fo let us about our ſeveral pulinels. + | [Exit. 


A Shout of Vittory. Enter at one door Warwick, at another Planta- 
genet, Edward, Richard, Souldiers. ha embraces | 
VVarwick- f Ho 


Pl. Let me endbeice the greateſt man that breaths. 

War. Pray ceaſe,my Lord, you know this does not pleaſe me. 

Edw. England will learn 3gain to Fight and Ian. 

A glorious ſcience we have almoſt loſt, - | 
Under thereign of this tame bookiſh Herry. 

War. What is become of the young boaſting g Clifford ? 
Fate as if tender of him, did to day, 
VVhen e&'rel met him, thruſta crowd betwixt us. 

Pl. I met his Father in the fizld ; and there 
I put the brave old man to his laſt bed. | 
The ſtout old winter Lyon, that had long 
_ Endur'd the bruth of time, fought with that heat, 

As he had been bur in the ſpring of youth. 
Like arras-hangings ina homely houſe, 
So was his gallant Spirit in his body. 

Edw. Whilſt we purſued the ovfogen 0 the North, 
With too. much heat, the King eſcap'd our hands ; 
Burt he has left behind ſome of his friends, 

I fell upon the gallant Duke of Buckincham, - 

And with one fortunate ſubſtantial blow, 

I cleft his good ſteel Helmet, |and his Scull, 

And ſee, his Brainsare yet upon my Sword. 

Rich. To ſpeak thetruth, wy Brother Edward fought 
Today, asif he had fought for a Miſtreſi. | 

E4. | muſt confeſs, 1 fought with more dilpatch z 
'Cauſe had the Battle laſted, *rwou'd have ſ] poil'd 


An aſlignationthat I haveto ni ight. * : 
Rich. Did not 1 ſay as much |! 1 | | 
PI. - Thou, good Son Richard, | | 

Doſt not d; ſtorb hy heart with carcs of love. Rich. 
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Rich. The hill upon my back fence's my heart ; 
The women love not me, fol hate them. 
War. We haveall cut our names deep on the Pillars 
Of Fame's high Temple, where ſhall be for ever 
Written this glorious Battle at S. Albons. | 
Now, my Lord, poſt away with ſpeed to Lender 
For thither | am told the King isFled, | | 
And there he will repair this day's wide breaches. 
Citizens always love Tame Godly Princes, 
And ſuch as abhor fighting like themſelyes. 

Then, if you can, enter the Town before %em, 
' And fill it with your Troops; and then to morrow 
Get very early into theParliamene Houſe, 
And guarded well, openly claim the Crown. 
My Tongue and Sword ſhall both aſſert your Title. 
Thea let me ſee, what Peer dare be ſo bold, 
Or Common ſo ſawcy, to oppoſe it. | 

Pl. Thou Soul of valour, Wiſdom, and Nobility, 
Pl] take thy Counſel. 

War. Go then march with ſpeed, 
Pl tarry for a moment to take care 
For any of quality that are dead or wounded. 


. 
t 


CEx. Plantagenet, Richard one way, Warwick anther: | 


Edw. I well approve this fpeedy March to London, 
For there to Night 1 hope to meet my Miltreſs. 


Enter two bearing a Body, Warwick meets "om. 


War. Whoſe Body is that ? 
; Tis Sir Fohn Grey of Grooby. 

' War. A fierce bigot for the LarcaſtrianFattion. 

 Pveheardof him, and whither do you carry him ? 

2. Tohisfair Widow; ſhe had only news 

He had ſome wounds, and ſo came in her Charios 

To carry him away with her, but all 

Her care is now too late; fee here ſhe is. 


Enter Lady Grey attended. 


La. Gr. Where is my Husband ? I am impatient for hum; 

I. We have found him, Madam, in a ſtate too bad 
For you to look on. 

L. Gr. Oh! he's dead / he's dead! | 

2. Help ! =P ! ſhe's falling on him deal as he, 

War. I never ſaw ſo beautiful a COR 
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t. She iscotte to her ſe If, 

War. But Pm {6 loſt, ; : | 
hat I ſhall never be my ſelf again. 

La. Gr. Oh | my dear Husband ! 

War. See ! ſee ! ſheembalmes 7 
is Body with her pretious Tears and Kiſles. 
know not to what place his Soul is fled; 
ut I am ſure his Body ts in Heaven. 
orms, Ceremonies, CivuFooleries, 
ſets engendred of corrupt falſe Wit. 
will ride o're you in my way t joy ; 
hough this is the firft time Lever ſaw ber, 


- 


.ndſhe lies drown'd in Tears o're her dead Hnsband 


Yrown'd in his blood, . ſhed may be by my ſelf; 
et here, and now I'll tell her that I Love; = 
nd here, and now reſolyeto make her mine. 
ladam, your pardon thatlI interrupt you. 

La. Gr. Who are you, Sir ? 

War, You, Madam, beſt can tell, 
Vhen I came hither I was Earl of Warwick 3 
ut you haye chang?d metol know not what. + 

La. Gr. The Earl of Warwick! Oh! my Lord [ beg you, 
zonjure you by the Honour of a Noblerhan, | 
hat you permit a miſerable Woman 
© give ker-Husbands Body decent Bnrial. | 

War. Madam, with all my heart; and 1 cou'd wiſh 
le had been buried when he firſt ſaw hght, 
ind neverliv'd to do Prodigious miſchtefs. 
d La. Gr. What wondrous miſchiefs dying for his King ? 


War. Oh / he has done more ill, than Frantick Alexander 
Vhen he ſet fair Perſepolss of Fire, | FT. 
Ir him that burnt the fan''d Epheſian Temple. 
La. Gr. Whodidall this? . | - 
War. He, whomHeay?n there kas puniſht ; 
\nd didit, Madam, by enjoyingyou, 
y kindling in your heart love for himſelf, 
le fir'd a ſtately Palace, only fit 
or hearts of mighty Kings, He burnt a Temple 
he maſter piece of Nature, the Worlds wonder. | 
L4.Gr. Is this fit talk to one in my condition? | 
Wer. I know old Tyrant Cnſtom does command. 
ou Widows to be ſtretch'd on the long rack 
f twelve months mournful abſtinence from loye. 
nd, which methinks is an immodeſt faſhion, 
ou mult wear black the colour of the night, 
oput you in remembrance of the pleaſure. 
ght for your ſervice pays you no more Wages, Yet 
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Yet you in gratitude muſt wear Nights livery. 

And you muft ſigh aud weep to tell the World - 

What skill you have in man, for who e*re weeps 

For loſs of that whoſe value they ne*re knew ? 

Fy ! what ill woman brought up thoſe ill Cuſtoms ? 
La. Gr. What horrid inſolence you treat me with 2 


Enter one running. 


1. My Lord, the Enemy begins to rally. 
War. Go fight em, for I'm bulily employ'd. 


Enter a Second. 


2. Mount, mount, my Lord, or yow'l be taken Priſoner. 
__ War. [amaPriſoner, nor can ſtir from hence 3 
Unleſs this beauty with a ſmile releaſe me. 
La. Gr. Grief, Horror, and Confuſion put me again 
Into a deadly Fainting. | | 
War. I perceive 
Formality the Governeſs of Women, 
And Cuſtom the great Tyrant of the World 
Are married in- the Temple of this beauty. 
Take with you then your pale Companion, - 
And pay to it the Tax of ſome Months tears, 
And lock your ſelf in ſolitude and darkneſs, 
But after that by my renown and fortune, 
By this days victory, by that great power, * 
By which 1 to the King ſay, be a Subject 
And to a Subject I ſay, be a King. 
I ſwear I ſhortly will fay to my ſelf, 
Warwick ,be thou Poſleſſour of this beauty. 
Ill have you, though you hate, and Heaven envy me, 
And the firſt joy I reap coſt me my life. 
La. Gr. In ſpight of me | am compePd to ſpeak, 
I ſwear by the dead body of my Husband, 
By my unſpotted fame moſt ſacred to me, 
I rather will chuſe death than any man, 
But 111 chuſe Hell e?re you. 
War. Cruelly ſworn; 
But yet ſuch Oaths are heriots, which Widows 
To cuſtomalways pay, when a life falls- 
The world expetts to have *em pay ſuch fines, 
E're they renew another life in love. 


Then, Madam, take your fallen tenement, 
20-3 
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And pay all cuſtonr'd ths, you have your freedom. 
And for your ſafety all my guard ſhall wait you. 
La. Gr. Though paying rights of burial to my has band. 
Beall that I deſfice to do on Earth, 
E're 1 will be oblig*d to you for any thing; 
IN dye upon him and be all his monument. 
War. Oh Beauteous [Monument !| all men wou'd d, e 
To be ſo buried !——enyy will not ſuffer me 
To let the dead have ſo much happineſs, 
Therefore Ill take my leave... © | 
La. Gr. Theonly fayonr 
L will receive, or can endure from you. 
War. Take it, one kindneſs oft begets another, 
Farewel, moſt cruel, but moſt beauteous creature. 
La. Gr. Farewel moſt rude and moſt abhorr'd ofmen. 
War. [Softly rs hismen. Guard her ſafe hence, but " not let her know it,. 
Leſt ſhe refuſe it, and ſhou'd meet with injury. _ [Ex. 


Scene 4 Room' 42 London , T able, Lights. 
| L Enter Ed ward pulling in Laiy Eltanor Butler. 


- L. El. Oh! donot tempt me, for I know | 
You will be falſe. | 
Ed. Well but I know I ſhall not. 
L. El. Oh! to how magy women have you ſworg- 
As muchas you ha* done tome to night ? | 
Eq. Oh is there not'gre difference among VVortgag 
ome Women are but petty Inns toledgat, 
\nd though perhaps rather than want a lodging | | 
Ne wou'd pay all they ask, though moſt unreaſonable - 
ut if they word pay me, | 'wou'd not dwell with *em ; 
ut your {weet beauty is my journey? s end. 
L. El. Oh! yes till you begin another journey. 
Ed. Beſides the many thouſand Charmes about you, 
rom which it is impollible to *cape, 
"our Birth and Quality will not permit me 
'otritl2 with you as with trifling women, 
dare not but regard Lady Elianor Butler. 
L. El. But when you have enjoy*d Lady Elianour Butler, 
121 ſeem as very atriſle as the reſt, | 
Ed. Then what a perjur'd Villain muſt [ he ? 
L. El. VVhenyou are Prince of Wales, perhaps you'l think 
he Prince of Wales is not obli el to keep 
did: Br: yards Oaths, and when | follow ous | 


You 
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You will cry, Madam, Iam Prince of Wales, 
And I muſt marry for the Nation's good ; 
Pm very ſorry I am forc'd to loſe you, 
But pardon me, it is the Nation's fault. 
So,Madam, Pm your very humble Servant, 
It I can ſerve you any way, command you z 
Then inſtead of þeing made Princeſſe of Wales 
I ſneak away poor cheated El:anor Butler, 
Ed. Well this is very unkind to make me throw 
So ſweet a Night fo fooliſhly away. 
I thought you won?d have given me a clear draught 
OfLove without: the dreggs of Oaths and Vows. 
L. El. Oh! you are too charming not to be beloy'd, 
And when once loy'd, not to be loy*d for ever. 
I know Pve not deſert to keep you conſtant; 
And *tis enough for me that you once loy'd me, 
To blame you that you will not love me always, 
asa beggar bland a Prince, for giving him 
Only one Jewel. No one Woman merit's 
Your Love, ſoyou divide it among, all. 
But oh / methinks I feign wow'd have it alle 
And haveit always. 
Ed. So1 ſwear you ſhall. | 
Then come away, for night is ſtealing from us, 
Weary with holding up her ſable Robe, . 
To hide two loytring lovers to no purpoſe: 
Then come away. 
L. El. Oh ſwear to me once more. 
Ed. I'll ſwear no more, whil'ſt we by fooliſh Oaths: 
Securedelights to come,we loſe the preſent. 
Then come away, for elſe Hhall be call'd. 
Oh Heaven's ! ſce! the day is broke already. 
The vaſt and heavy buſineſs of a Kingdom 
Heave up the ſcale of Morn before it's time. . 
Oh ! come away for fear I be undone. 
L. El. Oh ! do not ask for fear I be undone. - 
Ea. Hark! I hear knocking ! Lam call'd, I'mrwn'd. 


Enter the waiting Woman. 


% 


Wo. My Lord ! hereis your Brother my Lord Richard 


Is come to fetch you to the Parliament, 
He ſays, your Father's going thither already. . 

E4.. Did not I tell you, Love,what you wow'd do ? 
Confound my Lord Richard, tell him Pm not here. 


We. He ſays you are here, and hel not part with you. 


_ 21 


[ Knocking, 
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E4. So, we have manag'd gur occaſion finely. 

Was this well done of you? | 
L. El. You may forgive me, 

Since Pm almoſt as ſorry as you are. = 
Ed. Then will you mend the fault another time ? 
L. El. | fancy | ſhall do my weak endeavour. 

I Cwhy, Brother { ——— 


within. | 

E4. Heark he calls! I muſt be gone, | 

Farewel, my dear, remember what you haye promis'd. 
L. El. Remember you your Vows of conſtancy. | 
Rich. 7 Brother, what do you mean ? leave your damn'd Women, 
within. F Form ſure ?tis ſome damn'd Woman ſtays you. | 
But for my part Ill ſtay no longer for you. | 
For 1 will not be chidden for your faults, 
My Father, and his Friends ſhall know hoy it is. 
Ed. Thank thee,good natur*d honeſt vertuous Brother 

How proud this Leper is of one ſound place? 
Though he has all the vices in the world, 
| Yet he inſults o're|me, becaulehe is free 

From my one fault, my almoſt faultleſs fault. 

He is a Hell at whoſe foul front appears, 

111 manners, and ill nature, and ill ſhape, 

Like a three-headed Dag, that barks at all things 

That dare come near him, ſpecially at beauty z 

But has within a thouſand ugly Haggs 

His Soul embraces, bloody cruelty, 
' Lean envy, and inſatiable Ambition. 

And he has this advantage over me, 

His Miſtreſles are Devils, and fo inviſible. | 

Some time or other ll deſcend like Hercules 

Into this Hell, and dragg to humane ſight - | 

The Monſter that ſo barks at my delight. [Ex. 


Scene the Parliament Houſe, a Throne, Canopy, Seats for the Lords. 


Enter Plantagenet, | George, Richard, Warwick, Clarence, Rutland, 
Guard all with drawn Swords. | 


Wa:r, This is the palace of the fearful King, 
And this the Regal Seat; Richard Plantagenet, 
Sit down, and from this hour be King of England. 
Pl. I think it mighty Warwick ſaid, be Emperour 
Of the whole world, the Genie of all Kiggdoms 
Wou'd vaniſh and give place to his great ſpirit. 


Aſſiſted then by thee, I here fit down, [Sits irtbe Throne. 
And take poſlefſion of my Royal Right. | > al 
War. Iplant you here, now Root you up who dares. 


Enter Edward, 
TOP 

Pl. Wheres my 5on Edward ? *S'wound's ! why loiter you ? 

War. Sir, why do you neglect your Father thus ? | 

Ed, Reprov'd by Warwick? what does Warwick cheat us ? [A/de. 
Give us a Crown to cheat us of our hbecty ? 
Hire usto be his ſlaves? ſo ſoon ſoarrogant ? 
This humour I muſt quell, I cannot bear it. | 

Pl. Sons, I here take poſſeſſion of my right, 
And will beCrownY or killd : =— it Ffhov'd fall, 
Son Edward,claim the Crown,if'you fall with me, 
Then,George,the Crown is thine, if both you dye, 

Then, Richard, thou art King. 
War. Three goodly Pillars, 
- Pl. Andlaſt in birth but not inmy AﬀeRion. 

Here is my litle pretty darling Rutland, 
Look to him, Guard, for if his brothers Periſh, 
He is your King ; fear not 7 Prey Boy. 
We'll be too hard for wretc timerous Henry. 

Rut. Sir, let him come, and all his Souldiers with him. 
If you will beat his Souldters,1'll beat him. | 

Pl. Well faid my bey 3 and heark; Ithink he comes. 


| Enter King Henry in his Robes, bit Grown on his head, the Sword born be. 
fore him, Attended by Clifford, Northumberland, Weſtmorland, 


Exeter, 5n their Robes, 


Hen. My Lords, look where the ſturdy Rebel ſits. 
War. Look where your King is ſeated, Duke of Lancafter, 
What ſay you will you ? reſign in peace the Crown 
To him whoſe right it is, Richard Plamagenet ? 
Or ſhall we force it from you-by our Swords ? . 
Rich.Let's tear the Crown from the Uſurpers head. 
E4. Sound but the Trumpets and the King will iy. 
Pl. Peace, SONs. 
- Hen Peace all of you, and hear your King. 
Rebels, I fear all danger leſs than you do, 
For Tam better arm'd with innocence. 
But I confeſs [do fear Civil War; | 
Not for my own, but for my peoples ſake, 
Iam afraid to ſhed the blood of Eng/:ſ men, 


But you indeed are bold in crue)ty. | . 
a2 wy" 


we rp - he 


By which (oh Heaven !) judge whoſe is the Child ES .  _- 
His who deſires to have it cut in peices, | + - _ | ; 
Or mine, who ſtrive in tenderneſs to ſays it. 

For my own part fear no power, but Heaven, 

Rebels may be ſucceſsful for a time, 

And overturn all order, right, aud juſtice, 

But Heaven does not let the world ſtand long 

In that unnatural uneaſie poſture, | 

But ſoon put's all things in their proper places. 

Pl. Thy own mouth, Herry, has pronounc'd thy doom. 

Succeſsful Murder, and Rebellion, | 

Swell'd for two Generations of thy race | 

Over all right, and all that ducrſt- oppoſe *em,, 

But Heayen in thee has dryed up the black ftream, 

And madeit ſuch a Brook all trample oyer it. | 
+ Hen. Vveoft been told by thee, my Grand-fathey 
Depos'd his King. Pe . 
Pl. And Idid tell thee truth. | - 
Hen. Cannot a King adopt an Heir ? , | | fe 
Pl. VVhat then? | | | 
Hen. Did not King Richard to my Grand-father 
Reſign the Crown in open Parliament ? - 
Pl. Did not thy Grand-father compel him to it 
_ Byforceof Arms? and then the Parliament, 
To their eteraal ſhame, if-not Damnation, 
Flatter*d the wicked fortanate Uſurper. | 
War. But ſay,the King had done it unconſtrain'd, 
He cou'd not give away another”s right. 
Henry vſurp'd the right of the next Heirs. 
Hen. My Conſcience tells me that my Title is weak. 


- C. How, Sir, will you revolt from your own ſelf ? 
Who will ſtand by you then ? | * 


War. Clifford, thou dyeſt, 
If thou permit'ſt not Henry to reſign. | 
Cl. Let Herry give his Title to the Crown, 
He ſhall not give my Title to revenge. ; 
May the ground gape and ſwallow me alive, 
. Whene'reI kneel to him who kill'd my Father. 
War. Ho! there within. 
Cl. Iam prepar'd for you. 


War. ſtamps, and enter Sonldiers of his fide, Cl. does the ſama and enter 
F& oxldiers on his ſice ;, as they are going to fight, King Henry snterpoſes. 


Her. Hold hold! my Lords: Oh! letnot Blood be ſhed; 


Let 


® 
3 
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Let. us not make a Shambles of this place.' FT 
Pray hear me all; I and my Titles weak, -- 

And to defend it wereto fghe with Juſtice, 
Beſides, there lyes already on my head _ 

The Blood of Richard, murder'd by my Grand-ſacher, 
And I'd be lothto addmy peoples Blood 4 '-.i 
For ſaving which, hear this prapeſal from me, -  - 
| have been King theſe eight and thirty years, 
And many Intereſts muſt grow tomine _.. 

\ That you can never tear. me from the Throne, 

But you will ſet a thouſand Veins a Niecving, | 

Then let me reign in quiet all;my life, - 

And when Pm dead, Plantapexet be Kin Ry 
Pl. 1 approve of it; andon;that c Jition | Kneeks 

I ſwear to be King Heryy's faithful Vaſſal. . -. Henl band. 
cn. And not to ſeek the Throne by Arms or Treaſon? ; 
Pl. Never whilſt King Hemry lives. | 
Hen. Thenl entail 

The Crown to thee and to thy Heirs for ever. 

_ Cl. TheDevilto him, and to his Heirs for ever. 

 VVhat have you done? 
War. Good to himſelf and England. 
Cl. VVrong to his Son, his Subjets, and himſelf. 
Ex. VVhy ligh you, Sir ? ___ [KeHew. fiels. 
Hen. For my poor Son I've wrong'd. + 
. War. You have not wrong'd him, you have wholly freed him 
From all the Vengeance due to'Uſurpation. 
Cl. Oh! Henry, if thy Father's Soul did ſee 
Thy baſeneſs, it wou'd torture himin Heaven. 
Plantagenet, when that great Monarch liv*d, | 
Thou durſt have ſooner let into thy Soul | 
Tenthouſand Devils than a Traytroys Thought : 
Farewel degenerate faint-hearted, King, 2 
May?ſt thou be beat in War, and ſcorn'd in Peace. [LEx#. 
PI. Sons, head the Troops before the Palace Gare, 


Leſt furious Clifford ſhow do ſome raſh thing. 
:- *_  [Ex. Ed. «ndRich. __— 


EY $<; 
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Enter the Queen and Prince. 


Pl. Here comes the Queen. 

Hen. And with her my poor Son. 

War. She appears big with Thunder and with Lightning: 
Expect a Tempeſt quickly, Sir, but flight it. 

8%. Are the news true? ,can 28 poſlible That 2 
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And mga Cr g's ems? 
nd given your Crown to lannagenct ! 
Hes. The Crown is his, I have. no Title to it, 
Bnt what is founded on Rebellion, 
The murder and ufurpation of a Kiag. | 
Qs. Then haſt thou not the ſpirit of a: King, | 
Nor of a Father, timerous mean VVretch, | 
To leta Crew of Rebels heftor thee | 
Outof a Crown, nay out of thy own Son ? | 
For thou muſt think thou haſt no Title to him,. 
Or thou'dlt not difinherit him-unnaturally. 
Hen. My Love, I do notdiſiaheric him ; 
For what | give away is not his-right;  * 
Andif 1ſhonld entail another's right on him, 
1 fhov'dentail Heayen's Vengeance on his head. 
Qxz: Who ſays the Crown's not yours ? 
Hen. lam convinc'd TT 
By powerful Arguments. 
2%. By Pikes and Swords. | 
Had I been here when thou mad'[t this Agreement, 
The Souldiers ſhou'd have toſt me on their Pikes, 
) E're I'd have ſtoop'd to ſuch unnatural baſeneſs. | 
Ob.! how came thee and [in Marriage joywd ? : 
Fer Iam Fire, thou art weak floating Water, 
Driven Mg breath of Rebels any way. 
Won'd Ihad dy'd a ,- and neverſcen thee 
At leaſt had never borg thee ſuch a Gon. 
Oh! my ſweet Son, thou art no mere aPrince, 
Becauſe thy Father isno more a King. 3 
He has undone himſelf, and thee, and all of us. 
Pr. lamaPrince, and I will be a King. 
Father, youcannot difinherit meg -. 
You may beſtow your Kingdom whil'l = live; 
But when you are deadiit is not yours, but mine 
repens lov 00 grand ns Gpmnchaſe Meat, 
A-Dave Men ere to guara me ir cVEls 
And' Troops effe-where to conquer "em, ahd puniſh 'em; 
And [will make my Son a Glorious Prince z 
Whilſt thou, tanfe Prince, ſhaltbe a ſlave to-Traytors : 
Madeto aſſiſt in conquering thy ſelf, 
And then in digging thy own Sepulchre; = 
For Rebels will: not do their work by halves.- 


Though thou art b#t the ſhadow of aKing, 
Rebels will tremble at a Royal Shadow,. . 
And they?ll be for©d to kill thee, if 'cis poſlible, 
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To make thee a more dead thing than thou art. 
Hen. Oh: my dear Loveytalk not ſo harſhly to me. 
Qs. I will be harſher ia my deeds than words. 
For trom thismoment I divorce my ſelf 
For ever from thy Bed, thou artno King, 
And thou ſhalt have no Sons of me to ruine; 
I ſcorn to havea Slave get on my Body. LEx. Qs, and Pr, 
Hen. Poor Queen, how love and pity for my Son | 
Set her a-raging, as they ſet me grieving ? 
War. Add her ambitionto her love pity, 
For that hasno ſmall ſhare in her diſturbance. | 
Pl. Iknow ſhe's raiſing Forces in the North, * 
My Lord of Warwick, do you keep the King, + - b 
And ſtay to raiſe what Force you can in Lender, 1 
| YVVhilſtI willto the North, and ſo between us b& 
VVe'll wall her in, and keep that fire from ſpreading. # 
F Hen. Pray, my Lords, do, Iwill affiſt you both ft 
Againſt my ſelf, I'll do to others right, . EL 
Though on my ſelf I ſure deſtruftion bring, { 
EreIll be wicked, I will be no King; CEx. onnes; 
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Scene a Caſtle. 


/ 
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Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Richard. 


go) © | OW has this Woman charm'd theſe men together, | 
No leſs than twenty thouſand ? a vaſt Army! 
All myTroops here will ſcarcely make five thouſand, L | 
Then ſhe is gotten between me and Londen y i 
That I canno way join the Earl of Warwick, 4 
Nor can he poſlibly come time enough | #Z 
To my aſliſtance; 1am in a ſtrait. _ 

E4. Ithink not, Sir, brave menare never in a ſtrait i? 
When they have Arms and Liberty to fight. 

Pl. I ſhou'd light odds, if the Enemy were French, 
But now our preſent Enemies are Engliſh, | 
Made of the ſame brave ſtuff as we our ſelves. 

Rich. But ſuch brave ſtuff as we have ſoundly beaten, 
And ſuch as are condufted by a Woman. 
And men ne'ce think of bghting, under Petticoats. 

5. 2 
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PL. Pre ſent your Brother Georgoto raiſe ſome Troops; © "7 | 


| hop'd he might have been - with me 'er'e ' now';/ { 
But I muſt take my fortune-now;; | the Enemy - 'Þ 


Approaches us—— bring in my dear Boy Rutland. 
Enter Rutland; and a Prieſt-his T autor. 


1 -" | | s 7 ib A | 
My Darling, let n&:kiſs thee e're; Þ go, + -- 
I know not 1f I ?erc ſhall fee thee more 55 te 
If I ſhould fall under. the numerous Enemy, 
L leave thee to the care of thyi three Brothers 
All valiant men, and ſoine of-?em F-hope :.* 
Will be great men, be Kangy ;'il charge” ery all> 
On my laſt bleſſing to:take carezdEahee, 0: 13: ivy 
My pretious Darling, as::0f.theircown:: Souls.” 90} 07 4114 £39661V 
Rut. Why do you talk thus;Sir? you'make me weep, 1%! / 
If you muſt dye, hope hall dye with you ;** b.. 
I had rather dye-with you thapiliye a Kingo! 0. 0 Hh ng, 
PI.Sweet Boy,farewell my'Sonk+--heretaketheBoy-! 11 io 13 0 1 
And-guard him ſafely in the ſtrongdark Vaute; ' on nd 
Andif things prove worſe thanl| hope they will, 
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Convey him fſafely.to our. next Garriſon, - - 
And give his Brothers notice of | his flight. | 
\ x: CEx. PI. Ed.Rich. one may, another Rutl. with a Guard: 


An Allarm, ſhouts of Vittory, -the Sceve continues. Enter Clif- 


£4 


| ford and his Souldiers.' 
Cl. Purſue, purſe, | purſue, and give 'NO quarter, 


f charge you do not [ſpare Man, Woman, or Child. [Exc 
W171 1 It } $1 j | þ F ti 4 * # >, HR | 7 E. 7 Yes (3 r 4 > &s 
' Aw Alarm, Emer Rutland: | {lo 5 
$ | ENS as 4 [ 


Rut. Oh! whither [ſhall 1 fly? how ſhall I eſcape? 
Ah! Cliford comes! | and na; one's here toguard me. | 
Cl. Ha ! have I found one of; Flemagenet's. Brats 2. 14 
Rut. Oh! nowl ſhall be murder'd./; hold, aw: Lord,:  '/ 1 67 
Hear me but ſpeak one ward- before I dye. 14.7 MM 
Cl. What canſt thou ſay,  fond-Boy, ' that's worth my hearing 3 
Rt. I'd only beg you to regard your ſelf; : YE Ba 
You are a valiant man.,  Iam-a Boy; 1 
Stain not your fame by killing a poor Boy, | 
L wou'd not for. your] own ſake you ſhou'd do-it ;. FAIR, | 
For [ love gallant men, and1 love you; _ -. -- +.,3 1,47 


{  - - ©, Thott 


Of CIPILWAR. © 
Though youare my Enemy, becauſe'you are gallant. 
C!. Away you inſinuating, flattering boy, 
Who tanght you this Hypocriſie ? your Prieſt 7 
Give o're, give o're! for were there inthy Voice 
Celeſtial Harmony, my Father's Blood 
Has ſtop'd the paſlage where the ſound thou'd enter. 
Ru. 1 did not ſhed his Blood. 
Cl. Thy Father did. 
Rut. Then fight my Father,that will get you honour. 
_ Cl. Show'dIkill thee, thy Father, all thy Brothers, 
Nay ſhou'd I dig up thy Fore-father?s Graves, 
And hang their rotten Coffins -up in Chains, 
My rage wou'd.not he quench'd.. | 
Rut. That's very ſtrange; - - 
VVhy ſhov'd your fury burn againſt the innocent ? ? t 
Cl. I kill thee out of hatred to thy kind, 
As I wou'd doa Toad, or a young Serpent. 
Rur. Hear me but one word more, dear, braye, Lord Ching 
You have a Son, for his ſake pity me, 
Leſt as you kill me for my Father's faylts, 
Juſt Heaven ſhou*d'deſtroy your Son for yours, 
— Andhebe miſerably kilPd as Iam. 
Fhen, Oh! for your Son's ſake give me my life, 
And for my Father's faults keep men Priſon, 
And kill me whenſoever 1 offend you. | 
C!. Thou wilt be an offence to me in: living. 
Whilſt any of thy curſed Fathers pace Ea 
Live upon Earth, 11ive on Earth? —then dye——- 
Rit. Oh! ſhall Ihaveno pity at your hands ? 


Cl. Such pity as my Rapiers point aftords ! [Wounds him ay... 


Rt. May 'ſt thou ne*re get more fame than hy this deed ; 

Oh my poor Father ! Oh ! my,death will kill him. [ Dyer. 
Cl. Ho ! take the body up, and carty it after me, 

PI make a preſent of it to his Father. CExit. 


Enter Plantagenet. 


Pl. Als loſt, my men by numbers are devour'd, 
Or fly like Ship3 before the ſtormy. wind. 
| My Sons have bravely fought, but all in vain, 
They only ſwim like Swans againſt the Tide, 
And are born down by over-matching Waves, 
And I am very faint and cannot flie; 
But had | ſtrength, Ym on all ſides enclos'd, 


Te Sands are numbred that make up my lilc, Ap 
ce! 


THE MISERIES 
Sce! the bloody Lliford comes then here 1 fall; 
Enter Clifford ave Sexldiers, 


Cl. Ha ! havel found thee proud Plamtagener. 
What tumbled Phacthen from thy ſhining Chariot, 
And made an Evening at thy higheſt Noon? 
Oh Father ! from thejoys abovedeſcend, -- 
And ſhare with me the pleaſure of Revenge, 

Or elſe by high revenge Pll climb to thee. 

Pl. Thou bloody raging CAiford, do thy worlt ; 
I'd ſcorn to ask thee mercy hadſt thou any, _ | 
But thou haſt none, then come with all thy Maltitudes. 

| Cl. So Comards fight when they can fly no farther, 
So Pigeons peck the Falcon's pietcing Talons, 
So deſperate Thieves breathe curſes at the Officers. 

PI. Haſt thou the impudence to chargea Prince 
With cowardize, who made thee baſely fly ? 
Call to thy memory S: Albans Battel. FY 


x 
: 


Cl. Ido, then didſt kill my brave old Father. 
Pl. And now wou'd thee, wert thou not back*t with multitudes. 
Cl. 1 willtry that; ſtand of, and do not touch him, | 

_ UnleſsIfall; then cut him all to pieces. 

1 will not loſe revenge; yet 1will give him 

So much revenge to kill me if he can. 

Pl, I thank thee for the kindneſs, 'tis a great one. 
» They Fight, Plantagenet 5s diſarm'd and thrown. 


©.Now wilt thou yield that I have fairly conquer'd thee 
Ar Cl. is lifting wp his arm to kill him Enter the Queee. 


Q. Hold valiant Clifford! hold /—I wou'd prolong 
The Traytors life to {corn him, trample on him - 
Are you the man that|wou'd be King of England? 
Are you the man that reyelld in the Parliament ? 
Sat in your Sovereign's Throne, and did belicye 
Your breath cou'd blow hisCrowa from off his head. 
Where are your Meſs o* Sons to back you now ? 
Your wanton Edward, and your luſty George, 
Yourvgly valiant Dick, that crookback Prodigy ? 
And with the reſt, where is your darling Ruchend ? 

Pl. My heart miſgives me, where is he indeed ? 

Qu. Ak Clifford. © [1 


Of CIVILWAR. 

Pl. Oh! thou haſt not butcher'd; Afford, 
The innocent Boy # 4 < 

Cl. Onthat young tender morſell 
Ny greedy vengeance ſtaid a while it's ſtomach, 
Till it cou'd dine on thee, and all thy Sons. 
£4. See / | have ſtain'da Napkin in the blood, 
That valiant CliFord with his Rapier's point 
| Made iſſue from the boſome of thy darling, 
And bring it thee to wipe nh os tears. 

PI. She-wolf of France ! or rather cruel T 
For woman thou art none; women are 
Gentle and pitiful, but thou art cruel, 
Oh ! ten times more than an Hyreanien Tygreſs. 
There is a Boy that thinks thou art his Mother g 
But ſurely thou didſt never bear a Child, 
For thou woud'ſt ſomething know a Parents love, 
And have ſome natural touch of pitie in-thee, 
And'not have drain'd the life-blood of a Child 
To bid his Father wipe his eyes withal. 

£+. 1 thereforedid it to increaſe thy ſorrow : 
I knowa Parent's love, andthy fond love, | 
And allthe myſteries of thy haughty heart ;. 
I knew thatthouwoud?ſt Barricado it 
Againſt the loſſes ofa Crowa and Life, 
With Iron-barrs of ſtubborneſs and pride, 
But oh ! this blood like Oyl will ſiak into it 3 
Theſe Crimſon threads will lead tormenting grief 
Into the inmoſt lodgings of thy Soul, _ 
Andleſt this —_ be too-ſoft a thing 
L have within an Engine that ſhall ſqueeze _ 
Thy ſoul into thy eyes. Bring Rutlovd*s Body. 
Now thou haſt drunk the liquour, take the cup. 


Enter ſome with dead Rutland. 


Pt. Oh! my ſweet Boy! 

Q«. Ah this is Muſick tome! : 
This is the part thou mean'ſt I ſhou'd have plaid, 
If thy accurſed Treaſons had ſucceeded. 

But that my Tragedy muſt have been deeper, 

And bloodier far ; thou meam'ſt I ſhoud have wept 

For a loſt Kingdom, Husband; and a Son- 

PL. Yes, and I donotdoubt but my three Sons, + 
Heaven's vengeance, and the curſes of all Englavd 

Shortly will make thee weep for loſs of all em. 

Gs. Vil ſpoil thy prophecyiog; give me a ſword. 
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32 THE MISERTES 
Cl;1'll pierce him firſt. there's or _ Fathers blood. 
Qu. There for the horrid ills thou threatneſt to.me: 

Cl. There for the ills he brought upon the Kingdome, oof 
Pl. Open thy gate off mercy gratious Heayen!—- ( Dyes. 


| Qs. Now take his head once anke with Pits thoughts, 
And ſet it on a lolty pipacle- ; 


[Ex. 
E Scene ty Field. 
yl | Eater Edward. | 
Ea. No tyding: of Father ; ? lam troubled : ? bw ee doen 


Enter Richard. 


>, 


Ric. Brother jl 've ous; | | 
ES what of our valiant Father? - 
Rec. Ohno / I cannot hear what is Gortins of him. - 
£4. What are your news then ?: .- | 
Ric. They are notyery good, | 
A Meſlenger is come from the Earl of Warwick,, 
Who tells us he is marching to our aid, - 
But teaving a ſtrong party with Lord Cobham, | , 
To guard the King, 2nd all the Southern parts, 
They chanc'd to meet with ſome of the Queen's Troops. 
And whether the Kings Coldneſs numm'd his keepers, . 171 
Or whether terror of the Warlike Queen, 3t P 
Whole armies and ſucceſs each hour encreaſe 
Or of the inexorable cruel Mifford; 
It is not known, but my Lord Cobbar?s men = Ds 
Look'd on the ſhining Valour of theEnemy, . em 50950. 
Like ſleepy Owles onday,-and fell beneath it. 7 Gr i 7 
That they were all deſtroyed, and Herry fled, | 
With the Victorious Troops to joynthe Queen ; Io 
That the Earl of Warwicknow wants ſtrength to fight _—_ 
Ed. This is ill news indeed|! what ſhall we do ? VE ©] 
Ric, Hee deſires you to haſte away with fpeed, WE 9 
To meet ten thouſand'men marching from:Wales, :.- 32+ 
Rais'd by your inte! eſt there fo whom he ſent 
To joyn his Troops if poſſible tomorrow. 
Which they may do, if you will haſten%em. 
Ed.T hey ſhall not want. for «on go this inſtant. 


Ric. Pray do not. fail for all on __ Fortunes 
Are ſet on this onecaſt. 


_E4. PI ſpur my 
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Which way go you? 
Ric. Vil to the Earl of Warwick. 


Emer Lady Eleanot Butler in a riding dreſs. 


La. El. My Lord! | 
Ed. My Love'—or a fair Vifion ! if a- Viſion 
Tell me, leſt Iembrace thee into a Dew.* 


La. El. Yes, | am that fond ſhe who gave Lord ' Edward 


The lovelyeſt, brayeſt, but the moſt inconſtant 
Of all mankind my hand and keart for ever. 
Ed. Thenl am that fond he, will loſe a Kingdom 
Rather than one hours pleaſure with my Love, 
And ſo farewell a Kingdom for an hour. | 
La. El. I heard you were ſurrounded by the Queens 
Numerous Troops, and in exceeding danger ; 
AndlI cou'd have no quiet, tillI came 
And ſhar'd your deſtiny what e*re it was. 
Ea. Oh! it was kindly charitably done, 
To ſpeak the truth, mine isa ſcurvy deftiny, 
The Enemy is in my Father*s Caſtle, 
And I've no Beds of Down, on Golden Bed-ſteads 
Under plun'd Canopies, t'embrace my Loyein ; 
My Deſtiny will be tolye to night 
On ſome Straw-bed, under ſome low thatch'd Roof, 
And thou ſhalt ſhare it; what if the chil wind 
Blow on us? it will make us lye the cloſer; 
Or what if we ſhou'd lye on the cold Earth ? 
It was our Grandfire Adam's Bridal Bed, 
"Twas there he gave the ſtart to all mankind. | 
La El. Fye, Fye, ſuch thoughts as theſe at ſuch a time? 
When you have a Life and Kingdom to look after. 
Ed. A thouſand Lives and Kingdoms are in thee, 
Whilſt the Enemies tall fortune ſtalks about 
In darkneſs, like a blinded Polyphem ; 
We will creep under it into a Cottage 
Of ſome of my own faithful Tenants here, 
And ſafely ſteal delight, like cunning Mariners, 
- Pilfring the hold out of the reach of ſhot. | 
Le. El. Have you a mind then to be kilPd or taken ? 
The Woods are all full of the Enemy: De 
Ed. Shou'd all the Trees turn men, and the Graſs Pikes, 
I will not ſtir from hence, till Pye enjoy'd thee. 
My crooked Brother Richard like - ook 


Ed. My Horſe, my Horſe, 1 muſt ride for a Kingdom. 


[Exi#. 


Pull'd 


Pull'd me away from "hy the her night, 
Ppc which 11iay a double Tax on this. - 
La,El.Thoughlan but yourWife in hopes nd E ETSY 7 
So great an Em 6 have you over me, | 
2 


My heart wou'd not refuſe you any Tax, 
Did not your ſelf run danger in the gathering. © 
- Ea. Thereis no danger, eyery Cottager 
In alltheſe parts will hang ejre he'll betray,me;z 
Then let the loſs of the laſt opportunity. - 
Make us ſo wiſe, touſe this whilſt we have it. 
' La. EL Pray do not ask me, 

E4. Pray do not deny me. 

La. El. You will be taken. 

Ed. No, Vll warrant you.. 

La. El. Butif you ſhou'd? 

Ed. No matter if Thieves come, | 
When we have put our Money out to ule. | 

La. El. You are a ſtrange man. 

Ed. Andyou are a [weet woman. 
Come, come away. 
La. El. Well now, if miſchief happen | 
Do not blame me. . 

Ed. There can no miſchief happen, 
Like loſing this moſt bleſſed opportunity, | 
Then come along, along — [+ 

La. El. Oh! that 1 cou'd not. 


) Ed. Away, away, I ay. 


La. El. Well hnce [ muſt | LEx. 


Emer Souldiers Aoi IE Scene a Cottage. 


1 Soul. Where is your Money, Rogues? confeſs, you Rogues. 
I Coun. Indeed, Sir, ama very poor man,” * 

I' get my living by my labour, Sir, | 

And I have nothing but from hand to mouth, |. 

i Soul. You lye, you Rogue, you lye, I know the tricks 
Ofall you Rogues; when e'ce your King wants Money, 
Then you are poor, you cannot pay your Taxes ; 

Butif the Swords of Rebels plow the Nation = 
Then you have Bags, and you can bring em out 
Like Baggs of Se ed, and ſow.'em all for Crops 
To maintain Rogues that fight againſt your King; 
Nay for thatufe can pawn your Pots and Kettels, 
But now for us you cannot find a Farthing. 


2 Coun, Indeed, Sir »You ſhou'd have it, if Thad it, 
| With 


o o 4 
5 # * <> 
4 
* 


VVith all my heart. | 
2 Soul. You lye, you Rogue, you TH 
I know this Rogue, he is one of the damn'd Rebels 
 Plantagenet's Chief Tenants, a rich Fellow ; 2 
You have no Money for the King's Souldiers 
But you had Money to fit out youx, Son 
A Trooper, Sirrab, to fight for Rebellion. 
3 Soxl. Oh Rogue! - 
2.Soxl. 1 knew his Son, and kill'd the Dog. 
2. Co. mn . —_— my ! he was my only Son. 
1. So, Come take tne Rogue and hang hin | 
Unleſs he preſently confeſs his Money. g himon that tree, 
2. Gu. Oh! Sir, I will confeſs! I will confeſs. 
3. Sox. Then you have money, Sirrah ? 
2 Conn. Yes, a little. 


x Sex. Alittle ! Oh! you Rogue ! juſt now you had none. 


You have alittle too ? 
1 Coun. Yes, Sir, a little. 2 
2 So. And where's your little Money ? quickly ! quickly ! 
2 Cox. Mine is buried here, under _ Hearth, ME 
1 So. Come digg and find it, | 
2 Co. Oh ! undone !: 


I Soul. Digg, Digg. 
2 Soul. Where is your Money, Sirrah ? 


x Cox In my Cow-boulſe 

Under the Dung. 

2 Soul. Go, Sirrah ! go andfetch it. 

2 Cou. Here's all my money ! Sir. 

2 Soul. Here all, you Rogue ? 
Sirrah / you lye! you haveten times as mych. 
Do not I know you a fat Bacon Rogue, | 
That have been ſmoking in Plantagener*s Chimney, 
Theſe forty years? Sirrah / I know your purſe 
Cut's a foot thick, of Reechy golden fat. 

2 Cos. Indeed here's every penny, thatI have. 

1 So.Do you think, Sirrab,we'll be choug'd o' this faſhion ? 

We have hang'd half the people in your Country, 
For offering to put ſuch tricks upon us; 
And therefore have a care, "i 

2 Coun. Oh 1 PII confeſs ! 
"Pmanold man, and my only Son is killd: 
And now I care not what becomes o' me. 
Pllſhew you alll have there it lies buried 
Under yon Oak: | 

1 Sol. Go, Sirrah, goand _ it. 
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Enter | teſof Countryman, 


1. Con, Here's all I have been getting forty years. 
Pray ſpare me alittle for my two hters. 
1. So. How has he Daughters ? wefſhall have mare ſport. 
All 3. Se. Hay ! for theDaughters ! Hay for wn Ter 
1 Co. Ah? my poor OO Fl Ex. 


Enter the Sonldjers chafing. ro Country Garles who ws * adds 
Father runns after 'em Wpepong * they all rw our | i 7b Seape. A 


er crees 
within. 
Enter the Souldiers with Honey bagges dragging the Cateye. 
S cene continues. 


2 Soul. So now you Rognes, how do you like Rebellion . 
You were a Couple of ſeditious Rogues, 
That us'd at Ale-houſes |to pay for all 
That raild againft the King, and Government. 
Now had not you better have Plowed, and Carted, 
And pay'd your Taxes honeſtly and quietly, 
Thea haye your Money ſeiz'd, your Daughters raviſh'd, 
Your Sons knock'd 0? o* the head, and your ſelves hang'd, 
As you ſhall be? | 
1 Coun. Oh ! Sir! I hope not fo, 
Now you have promis'd us. _ 
1 Soul. You impndent [Dogps, | 
id not you ſwear Allegiance toyour King ? 
et break your Oaths to him ? and do you expect, 
We'ſhou'd keep Verbal pr_ts with you 2 
2. Soul. This Country belo Yonge, Si pn Jt pou Landlord; 
And we have orders to tak 
Burn all the Houſes, and hang all they people. 
We have obey*d our ordex's yet, and will. 


The Scene is drawn,and. ok appears Hſe and Towns burniny, Menand 
Women haxz'd upon Trees s and Children on the tops of Pikes. : 


) Coon Oh Heayen ! have mercy on us! have mercy on us! 


L Soul. Now Rogues, how do you like Rebellion ? 
oul. Come hang 'em whilft there i isa Tree to ſpare, 
They are almoſt all beſ] poke. | CDrumb beats- 

Enter 4 Scoue; | 


» 


Scout. To Armes, to ies, Warwick, i 1s coming. 
2; Warwick! Arme, "ig; ARM | Lon. Enter 


| EnterRichacd, Warwick, Souldiers. 


Ric. Oh horrid ſpeCtacle / See here, my Lord! 
War. The Queen is planting myourFathers Lands 
An Orchard for the Devil. 
Ric. | will dung this Orchard 
With the blood of thoſe that plantediit, 
I have a Spirit in this crooked Trunck 
Stands like a keeper in a holow Tree, 
Ready with bended bow to ſhoot fat Deer, 
And down goe's thou, thy Herry, all thy Race. 
Pll not leave killing, ?cill Pve built my Father 
A monument of Bones and Sculls of Enemies E 
"That ſhall o'celook th? e-Epyprian Pyramids. 11. 
Oh that my Brother Edward now were come ! 5 
War. Till his Troops come we cannot fight the Enemy, 2 
For they are above thirty thouſand ſtrong, _ 
And we ſcarce twelve. 


Fnter Edward, a Weman. 


Ric. What do I ſee! Ithink - 
I ſee him there pray look, my Lord, and tell me. 
Now I am ſure *tis he ! for there's a Waman : 
Oh ! weare ruin'd: forl will be damn'd, 
Ifhe has not been with her all this Night. 
War. He durſt not do it, durſt not ſerve me ſo. 
Ea. Iſee my Brother and my Lord of Warw:ch, 
Retire. 0 | "Ex. WA. 
War. My Lord. | | : : 
Ed. My Lord of Warwick. 
War. Yesmy Lofd; \ 
'. Where are your men ? | 
Ed. My Lord, I muſt confeſs, 
I've been to night a happy, but great ſinner. 
: a to gallop for the Crown, my deſtiny 
'Flung in my way brighter temptations, * 
Than were all Atalanta's Golden Balls, 
That had it coſt a Kingdom and my life, 
I cou?d not but have ſtoop'd totake 'em up. _ 
Ric. *'Tis well, muſt allthe glory we have div'd for - 
In Seas of blood, be melted in a kiſs, 
And ſwallowed down like Cleopatra's pear 
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In one ſweet dravght?| 
War. Soyou have ſerv*d me "ell. 
Ric. And doyonthus| revenge our Fathers blood 7 
War. But The revenge ſhall I have for the ruin, 
That I am like to faffer in your ſeryice? 

E4. Fear not. 

W ar. I donot fear, I know which way | 
I can repair my ſelf; in Henry's ſervice 
I can have greatneſs with leſs pains, and davgr, 
Than I muſt take in yours to be undone. 

Ed. Youwill not leave me ? 
War. You firſt left your ſelf, 
And left me too. | 
Ed. 1 beg your pardon for it, 
W ho,now my Fathers murderd,am your Ring 
War. You are my King, but King of my _ naklce, 

And 1,like Heaven, repent I've madea Crerture* 
Who for the Apple of a rowling Eye, 

Will loſe a World : ButPll ſecure my ſhare of it. 
I will go make Hemya King again, 
And tumble you again into a ſubject. 

Ed. You will not ſure, my Lord ! 

War. I fwearlI will. 

Ea. Oh but you cannot doit. 

War. PIl try that. 

Ea. You can at moſt but make Henry a Tyrant; 

For | am Jawful King. 

War. Oh! I'll give Henry 

My Sword, and do you keep your lawfulneſs, 

Then try which of you will be King of England. 
 Inere found Conſcience or in Prieſt, or Lay man 
So firm at anchor, but a golden Ax 
Wonr'd cut the C able] or ſucceſs cou Adweigh i it, 
Andſet theConſcience ſ\mimmingwith the T'yde. 

Ric. Oh ! I cou'd tear my fleſh! muſt we be cuin'd 
For a fair Toy ?— —but l will not be ruin'd. 
For | will ſeek the Kingdom ſor my ſelf. 
Pd. Brother, *tis w all. 
Rich. Brother, it ſhall be il], 
Exceeding ill w ith you, and very quickly. 
E4. Hold ! I commend you both hear me one word, 
Know Thave only made a Tryal of you, 
For | have brought the Troops that you deſir'd, 
I ma: cd *cm hither with ſuch expedition, 
Tacir front c acounter/d here the fcont of days 
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Nay 
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Nay more, I've brought my Bro 
Both Armies are not halfa milefrom hence; 
And here my Brother is: Brother,come hither. 


EnterGeorge, 


Gee. I heard of our great Fathers fad misfortunes 


And came to his revenge with all the ſpeed 
A hungry Wretch wow'd do to agreat fealt, 
W here there were many gueſts, and he far off. 


Ed.Now my good faithful Friends,what think you both * 


Now,Warwick, will you makeHenry a King? 
And,Brother,will you make your ſelfa King ? 
I was inform'd of what I have diſcoverd 
That you, good Brother,lought to bea King ; 
And Warwick to command him, who is King ; 
And him you cannot Govern, you will ruin. 
Henry is govern'd by the Qieen and Clifford 
And ſo becauſethere is no room for Rule, 
You fight for us to make ugall your Valſllals. 
War. Who durlit ſay this of me ? | 
Ric. And what bold Villain 
Durſt give you ſucha Character of me ? 


Ed. Oh! you are angry, I'm inform'd the truth. 


| If they be Villains, who durſt tell me this, 
Then what are you, who durſt to my own tace 
T hreatea to do all this ? 
War. It was all paſſion. 
Ric. Nothing but paſſion. 
Ed. Brother,you are wrong'd, 
Or in cold blood you are as bad as this ; 
You act the undermining Pol:ititian, 
A King is a ſtrong Tower ona high Rock, 
| And it is dangerous to ſtorm him openly 3 
Soat a mighty diſtance on break ground 
And caſt up earth, that is by ſubtle tricks _ 
They raiſe the dirty crow'd, and betuad them 
They lie ſecure from Royal battery. 
There if they find any unguardcd place, 
About the King; they uſe it moſt unmercifully. 
My heart to beauty always lies too open, 
And that infirmitie thou givelt no quarter z | 


Though thou who cenſurelt me, becauſe ſometimes, 


I ſhed {ome vacant hours among fair Women, 
Wowdlt ſhed the blood, or of thy Friend or Ring, 


therand his Troo 
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Ir if thy Father, were he nowalive, | 
[o gain a Crown, for there is thy chicf Luſt. 
Ric. That is a Cruel cenſure. | 
Ed. Buta true one, | | 
Vho ſtabbs my Name, wou'd ſtab my Perſon too, 
Did not the Hangman's Ax lye in his way, 
And no man care's to ſtumble upon that. =} 
War. Well, Sir, I have fo long gone clad in Steel, 
| have forgot to kneel; but yet my Spirit, 
More ſtubborn than my ſinews, bends to you, 
And beggs your pardon for my too raſh paſſion, 
For *twas no more, and there appear?d occaſion ; | 
Though you it ſeems kindled the fire o? purpoſe 
To ſhew us by the light of it our faults. 
Ed. Nay, I will own after the days Fatigues, 
I fell into an ambuſcade of beauty, 
Where ignorant of what befell my Father, 

And deep in Love, I lay ſome hours laſt night; | 
nd which of you wou'd not have done the ſame ? 
\ War. All of us wou'd, /and, Sir, I humbly beg you 

bink my wild paſſion was the Woman in me, 
And I've enjoy'd my Woman, as you yours. 

Ed. My Lord, 1 know you wou'denjoy your Woman, 
I mean your Miſtreſs, for'yon have a Miſtreſs, 
And you, who threatned to revolt from me; 
Becauſe ſome moments, which were due to buſineſs, 
I gave away to Beauty, and to Love, 
Had almoſt at S. Albans given away |: 
Our victory, toa Woman that abhorr'd you. 

War. Ha! | | 

Ed. Yes, my Lord, I was inform'd the ſtory. 
You woo'd her, over her dead Husbahd*s Body, 
Till you were almoſt taken by the Enemy. 
I do not knowher Name, [| never pry 
Into your pleaſures, though you cenſure mine. 
But thou in Chaſtity, wou?dſt ſeem a Scipro, 
Know, that the Woman thatthou ſawſt me with, 
Was thy own Whore. | | 

Ric. Ha! FEE 

Ea. Yes, thy own poor Whore, 
A Peaſant's dirty Daughter, whom thou keep'ft, 
By whom thou haſt a lictle tawny Baſtard, 1 
Whom I o? purpoſe brought to ſhew thy Faults, 
nth'eyes, where thou haſt often ſeen thy face. 4 
[his is the Lady. :: Wh 
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Enter Woman. 
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Ric. Curſed treacherous jade ! + [| Afiae. 


Ed. Now, Sirs, what think you ? 
Ge. Fray, Sir, AG me leave __- | 

To intercede for *em, 1 et hame covers *em, 

And to great minds 7 go like Thame. © | 
Kick. Sir, not for mine, bar for thy Father's ſake 


”- 


Pardon my Errours and accept wy Service, | [Kneels both. | 
That I may aid you to revenge his Blood. = + 
War. Sir,' not for mine,” but for the Kingdoms fake, De 


Pardon my Errours and actept my ſervice, 
For 1 by placing you in the Engliſh Throne ' « 
Shall place the Englsh Throne above the World. 


Ea. Riſe both of you, I freely pardon youy _ no 
And yet methinks it is unequal uſage x 
A King ſhou'd pardon all the faults of Subjects, | ' 
And Subjects pardon nothing in their King z 
W hen a King's crown'd,he is not deifyed, } 


W hen he puts on the Royal Robes,” he does not 

Thetefore pur of tl? Inhitmities of man. 

l own | have my faults, and ſo have you, 

You lee 1 have convinc'd you; andqdid it 

That you might leave your favits and pardon mine; 

Orif you kept your faults to partwithmez * © © |þ& = 

For if my Lord of Warwick does delign .- und 

 Byall his Service only to enſlave me, ens 

| ihall loſe nothing by his leaving me, 

1 cat butbe a Slave when lam conquer'd, 

And if my Brother Richard has worſe ends ——— 

. Ric. Oh ! Sir, no more, unleſs you do deſign 

I ſhou'd rip up my Breaſt to ſhew my heart——— 
War. Sir, Ill deſire no farther pardon of you, 

Till I have writ it in your Enemles Blood, | 74 

And pawn'd my Life and Fortune for my Loy: th =. 
Ed. Our Friendſhip then is Ktopger for thisvreacn, 

Now let us bend our talk to our AHairs, , | 

On the ſad tidings of my Father*s death, 

Which I but lately heard, 1 ſent Commiſſioner S 

' To Heyrry to demandthe Crown of him 

According to the Oath he made in Parhament-. War ? 

They arc hege !———Tbat tydings?; Peace, 'or War 


s -- 7 
O10 ae Bhs WANG ot Ars 


--- 


G 


Enter Commiſſioners. 


Com. War. | 
All. War. 
3 Com. Th* Amazon ln dagi Henry to the Battel, 
He faia would keep his Oath, but ſhe'll not ſuffer him. 
Ric. Pam lad of it, [would not for a King om : 
chain up that Bloody Maſtiff C/iford, 
And keep him ſafe from 'the edge of our keen Swords. 
_  -War. You wrong the Beaſt to give that name to Gifford, 
An-Engliſh Maſtiff ſcorns to bite a Child. 
Ed. Now let us march to ntcet the Enemy, 


This day decides who ſhall be King of Engiens,. 


The right is ours. 
War. And Juſtice will prevail, Gf 
Since Right and Merit oth are in | the Scale. | BE: [Exennte 


Peace 


0" OD | 
— 


j ACT. Iv 


J {| An Alarm. 


Enter King Henry, the Queen Prince Cliford. 


—_—__ 


 m—— 


C1. Amn your unlucky Planets, pray, Sir, et ou 
D Oue of the Battel, *is impoſſible ,6 F 
For men to fight the malice of your Planets. | 
Qs. Hetells you true; Sir, Victory will never 
Come where you are. - 
Hen. Victory will not come - 
Where Perjury is, you make me break my Oath... 
_ youu bong not to have ſworn ſo-ill an Oath. 
r. Father, you cannot give away m ht, 
PI rather Ioſe-my life than my Res: tamopugy 
Cl. Spoke like a Prince. 
Hen. Oh 7 Boy, if thou didſt know 
Whata Crown was, thou weu'di(t ore content, 
If 1ſhov'd leave thee no Inheritance, | 
But the Exam of my vertvons deeds; 
I wiſh my Father had lefi'me no more- 
a. Oh] damnall this: ——come, let us to: the Battel. 


eghnc- -* 
Hen. Oh! how this Fellow curſes # he accaſes "My 
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My Stars for my misfortunes, when his Curſes 5 
Wound all my Men, and poyſon the Enemies ſhot. _ 
Wou'd I were dead if it were Heay'ns good will! ' [Lyn down | 


For I am very weary of this World. 

Troudleſome folly governs all this World. | 
Mea live her Vaſlals, and theydye her Martyrs. . d 
Oh! happy he who in an humble ſtate 

Only attends on Nature's eaſfte buſineſs, - | 

And brings white heirs down to a quiet Grave, : 
Falling to earth, as gently as the Snow. - 


Alarm! Enter a Son bearing his Father. 


Here comes a wretch laden, as he believes, 

With happy Fortune, 'tis with blo udy folly, 

And Heaven has cary*d Fool on his breaſt with wounds. 
Son. Whoe're thou art ny life has coſt me dear, 

But I'll repay my ſelf out of thy Gold ; 

If thou haſt any ; with the hopes of that 

I took ſuch pains to kill thee. And yet1 

Who plunder thee, may be compel'd ere Night, * 

To give wy life, and plunder to another. 

What's this? Oh! Heaven / I have kill'd my Father. | 

Oh Father pardon me, I did not know thee. | 

I was in London prelt to ſerve the King, 

And thou the Earl of Warwick's ſeryant preſt, 

To fight on th' other ſide, and ſo unknown | F- 

We met and Fought; and ſo unknown 1 kill'd thee? _— 

Oh from thy Boſoml will waſh away, <_ 

With tears, the marks ofthis unnatural Crime. ' 

Hen. Oh piteous ſpeCtacle! Oh ſad confuſions ! | 

What horrid erronrs, and unnatural ills . 

Our horrid and unnatural war produces! IT. 

Poor wretch, didſt thou want tears I cow'd ſupply thee. 
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Enter 4 Father bearing his Son. 


Fath: Thou that ſo ſtontly haſt reſiſted me ; 
Give methy gold, if thou haſt any gold, 
For I haye bought it with a hundred blows. 
Ha / letme ſee,is this my Enemy ? 
Ah no, my Son, Pre kill'd my only Son. 
Hen. Ah woe on woe, Heayen ſtop theſe bloudy miſchiefs, 
by the Death of me and all my Race. | 
Sen. OhT have ta'ne his life who gave me mine. 42 
ai ee G2 
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ake on with me? 

Fath Hows will my morning Wife, | Pa. , 
ccuſe m2 of tie ſlaughter of my Soa ? 65D BE Ig 
H:n. How will my people charge A allchis 6n me 7 


Son. Til bzar thee hence and weep, | but fight 1 no more. | Ex. | 
Fath. I'll bear thee hence and Weep > butkill a> More, | 
xcept my ſelf with ſorrow. on LEx. 


Hen. O\! poor men! 

lereis a King more woful than you all; 

or you grieve for your ſelves, [forydn all. 
hyou, who when you luffer b y your Kings, . 
*bink to mend all by War, and by Rebellion. - 
ec here, your ſad miltakes ! how dreadfully , 
ou ſcourge your ſelves ! leara here th: greatelt Tyrant 
[s to be choſe before the leaſt Rebellion. 

.nd Oh you Kings, wio ler your;P20plz rule, 

ill they have run themſelves into. confuſton, 

ee here your gentleneſs 1s & Eel Tyranny ! 


p Enter Prince, and Qneen. 

Fly, Father fly, all's loſt, your, Friends are fed, 

2%. Theday is loſt, and with the day, the Kingfoin. 

Hen. Where's Clifford P | 

Qs. 1 believe he's dead by this time, 

met him bleeding with a hundred wounds. 

le all the day rowl'd like a fiery meteor, 

bout the field, and burntup men like reeds.; 

ut now in lakes of blood | his fire is quench'd. 

oft you to Scotland with all haſte you can ; I. in 
will to France, ta beg thatKings aſſiſtance. | Ex. Qu. Pr. 
Hen. | po, but care not what becomes o' me. | Ex, 


Enter Clifford wounded. 


C!. Here burns my Candle ou, that lighted Hows 
«rwick , and all Plantagenets three Sons. 
nd all King Hezry's.malicious Planets 
/ith much ado to day media EN one man. 
enry's Stars ruthe me and my fall him... | 
it his ſoft ſway made way for his deſtrghitn :. 
h ! Henry, hadſt thou rulPdasKings ſhou'ddo, 
Fas thy Father, or his Father did, 


Theſe 


Taeſt Summer flies had never fprung to ſting thee, © 
Rebels you thrive, and may Rebcllion thrive | 
That Rogues may cart your throats a3 you do ours. 
The Ayr has got into my, deadly wounds ; 

| am too faint to Fight or Fly; and Merey, 

I deſerve non?, and will haye none from Rehels, 

I (corn to live by them who deferve death. - 

Fate Guards the Scaffold, but ſhe hates the Office, 
Ard will ere long let Rebels have their owa. | 
Pm going ! All you of Plantagencts Race— 
My comfort is in death - 1kill'd your Father. [Falls 


Enter Edward, Gcorge, Richard, Warwick. 


Ed. Now the great cauſe is come to its deciſion : 
Are any Troops gone to purſye the Queen ? 
Oa her tame Henry's fortune does depend 
As the Seas ebband flow does on the Moon. 
Wir. Yes, I took care o' that. Ps 
Rich: My chief care was, 
To hunt the bloudy C/iford,but I cou'd not 
Find him among the living, or the dead. 
War. I thought you ſet death's mark ſo deep upon him, 
Death cou'd not miſs him. - 
Geo. Fortune at us all | 
Play'd him to day, but when he was in danger, 
Snatch'd him away again, as who ſhon'd ſay, 
When I have loſt this card my game 1s gone. 
Cl. Oh! (Groans) 
Ed. What Soul is that, that takes her heavy leave ? 
See who it is, and bt he Friend or Enemy 
Uſe him wita mercy. 
Ric. No—tis bloody Clifford. 
Ea. 
War. >Clifford? 
G'co. : | Ds 
Rich. He's dead! oh that he had but life, 
And ſenſe enough to ſee aid hear, and know us / 
That we might ſcoff him as he did our Famher. 
Ric. Damn hifi, he connterfeits to ſhun our taunts. 
Clifford, you know me, askme mercy, Clffora 
Iam the Son of your dear Friend, Plantagenet, 
['lI pity you; for you did pity Rutland. . 
Geo. No anſwer ? prithee {wear as thonwaſt wont. ; 
War. He's dead Pm Ecrtain,if he does not-[wear. 


Cl. Damnation on yon all —— _—© Dye 5 
Ed. He Curſes! be Curſes! pe 7 A [Dy | 
War. Then there is hopes of him, 

E4d.*Twas bis laſt Prayer: | 

Offwith his Head, and place it on the pinacle; 

Where the bold bloudy Slave durſt place our Fathers. 

War. Now let the Trumpets proclaim Edward King. 


— 4 Flouriſh of Trumpets. 
Tum. Long live Edward the fourth, King of England and France; 
And Lord of Ireland. (4 Shout.) 


War. Now march to Londen, Sir, I will to France, 
About the Marriage you ſo much approved of 
With the fair Lady Bona that Queens Sifter. 
* Ed. Oh! thou haſt made me much in love with her 
Andall Relations have encreaſ'd my Paſſion. 

War. Sir, She's the faireſt Creature in the Woorld 
And in that Marriage you will not only 
Havea fair bedfellow for your delight, - 
But that great King your friend for your ſecurity. 

d) Ed. I cannot marry better ; haſte away. 


7 


War. Pm glad of this,I have ſecur'd my Miſtreſs. [| Aſide. 
Some days ago (as you cemmanded me) + _ 
{ diddiſpatch an Envoy to King Lewis, 

To make the offer, and he ſeen'd unwilling, 
Not knowing what th' event of War wou'd be. 

But now I with the Sword, that conquer'd Henry, 

Will go my ſelf Embaſſador, and try, 

If a French King dare's deny any thing / 

To an Engliſh conquering Sword. | 
Ed. Oh! thou haſt given me 
A Crown, give me this Beauty, and thouart 
A God to me, thy pifts are all divine. | 
Geo. My life too on his bounty does depend. 
War. Is it in me'to give you happineſs ? 
Geo, Yes, if a Father can beſtow a Daughter. 
War. I ſhall be very proud, you will accept her. 
Geo. I ſhall be very happy to attain her. 
War. She ſhall be yours, if the King give conſcne. 
Ed. My Brother couw'd not have oblig'd me more 
Than in this choice. | | 
War. Then ſhe'sat his devotion. 
Geo. Then Pm a happy man. 
Za. The Earl of Warwick 


»- 6- #7 F 


is the good. of our Family. 

'_ R6. Of what eſtuffſodi 

Aml made? theyareall-over love; 
I have appetite, but not one grain of Love. 

Ed. art not of a mould for love to grow in g 
Men plant not flowers in a Kitchen . 
Well, Brother, I create you Duke of Clarence. 
You, Brother Kichard, 1 make Duke of Gloweefter, = 

Ric. 1 donot like the Title, it is om inous. 

Ed- A fooliſh obſervation ! 

War. Royal Sir, 

Pll take my leave — 

Ha Ed. Succeſs attend thy Embaſly. 
Geo. I'll take my leave. 
Ed. Succeſs attend your love———- 


Scene 4 Chamber. 
Entev Lady Grey, and ber Womaes. 
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La. Gr. King Henry beaten? poor unfortunate King ! 
I and my Children are all rvin'd with him ""* 
The erors will ſeize my Husbands lands. | 
War. Madam, the greateſt Conquerour is your Fri 
The Earl of Werwick, he'll preſerve your Fortune, 
Yes, and advance ?em, if you'l give him. leave. 
La. Gr. Name not that infolent great man, [ hate him. 


1s Enter a Page. 


Pa, Madam, the Earl of Warwick's coming up. 
Za. Gr, He comingup ? how knows he | am here?. 
Pa. His Servants learnt 1t accidentally. 


Emer Earl of Warwick. 


We. So near fair Widow, and my beating pulſes, 
And quivering fleſtrgive me no notice of it ? 
For the kind needle never fails totremble 
Whea it approaches it's beloved Pole. 
What have you paid formality her wages, 
And turn'd offthat old Governeſs of Women ? 


Have you yet dryed your eyes, anddrawn your Curtains ? 


Is the Son good enough to be admitted you? 
K ſo Ll hope his humble kindred may, 
Forl am near a-kin to him in heat. 


from my Brothers 


LEx; 


Ee Bd 6s 1.1 - 
* COATS) wh ry By - " 
ry PF. q = bo es LO : vl " A 
* p X '« < © Od PR 4 FT. FS Logh L 
FE OT EG " 
a AE Areree 


&— \- 


I. £5 AV 


F = La A; F 3 LE 
, = is 
” F-4 x) 
? 


In ſhort youſhall be mine, if 1 can give”. 17 1h ts fo» $09 7 
Others a Grown, Pll give myfelfa wite.. 
La. Gr. If you were ſerious, asTthmk you arenat, | > nk 
You giveme a brave occaſion to revenge | - 
My Husbands blood and youraffionts to me, | 
By making you unhappy ina Wife- CRE g fps 
War. Were you the firſt of Widowsthat talk'd thus, 
1 muſt confeſs I think twon?d damp my courage, . 
But when this is the conftant language tpoke 
In the dark ſhady Land of Vailes 'and mourning, 
Shou'd 1 be ſcar?d, I were as rank a fool _ 
Asthe dull Heroe that ſhou'd leave a pleaſant 
Country he conquer*d, *cauſe the people Ipeak 
A ſtrange odd Language ; youare a conquer*d Proyince 
And you may keep your Language-and your Cuſtoms ; 
But I will have the Government and Tribute. 
La. Gr. MyLord, 1 have affairs of greater conſequence 
Thea this fond talk, and'ſo your humble Seryant. 
War So have not; andtherefore you ſhall Kay. 
La. Gr. What do you mean my Lord ? 
War. I mean, my Lady, ©: | * 5 
To marry you this day, epjoy you this night. 
La. Gr. My Lord, | tell youplainly1 do not love you. 
War. All's one, I tel} yon: plainly1 will have you. 
I know you are a woman of greatvirtue, 
And time will file away-theſe rugged humours: 
But if it do not, thovgh:your toul be rough, 
Your body will be ſmooth, your Cheeks be ſoft, 
Your eyes be ſparkJing, and yourlips be tempting : ©. 
And more perhaps might make me mad with love. 
Ho! calla Parſon ! | 
_ £a.CGr. Now myLord ? 
F Far. Ay ! now. 4} 
La.Gr. What, and my Husband dyed ſo very lately ? 
War. What then? what has the dead to do with us ? 
Li. Cr. lirather go a begging with my Children. 
War. Come leave this fooling :—by this kiſs.you ſhall. 
La. Gr. I'll dye cre ſuffer all this barb*rous rudeneſs. 
Wir. VVellthou art a molt beautcous Creature, 


> 


I'm going now Embaſſadour for France, 

['11 let thee keep thy humour one month more; 
Bur then at my return be ſure | find thee 
Divorc'd from (orrow ard thedead forever; ' 
Give not one ligh or £0 the deador living. | 
S!z1 thou for any Min alive but me 
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And though a Ripg he had better be a ſlave, 
S1gh for tne dead, 1'll tear him from his Graye.— 

La. Gr. What ſhalll do? for 1 abhor this man. 
What comes into my thoughts ? is it not ſaid 
King Edward (tor we now muſt call him ſo) 
Lodges to night at his own Neighb'ring Caſtle ? 
 Wom. Yes, Madam. 

La. Gr. I'm inform?d he is a Prince 
Ot a moſt noble Nature; I'm reſoly'd 
To fling my ſelf in ſorrow at his Feet, 
And beg him to bave pity on my Children, 
What ere their Father was, they are not his Enemies ; 
And if I canobtain their Father*s Lands, 
Then I ſhall 'ſcape this may, I ſo much hate. LEx. 


[Ex 


Scene a Room of State. 
Enter Edward, Richard, Guards. 


Ed. The Scituation of this Caſtle pleaſes me. 
Rich, But, Sir, not me, for I'mafraid it ſtands 
Too near a Beauty that once ſtopt your way, 
And Pm afraid will doit once again. 
Ed. Women are moving Creatures, and may follow us. 
Rich. Pardon my confidence, 1 love to ſerve 


My Friends as boldly as I fight my Enemies. 
Ed. You ſay well, Brother, and Ill promiſe you, 


Nothing ſhall ſtay me here, beyond this night. 


Meer ER A PINS " 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. A Lady, Sir, deſires to kiſs your hands. 
Ric. A Lady? Poxo' Ladies; heistinder 
To every Lady, and will catch new fire. 1 


| Enter Lady Grey, and her Women : She kneels, kifſes King Edward's 
hand, he raiſes her, and Salutes her. 


Rich. A very lovely woman ! he is ruin'd / 

Ed. I ne*re had Eyes, or my eyes ne*re ſaw beantys 
Till this amazing minute. 

Ric. So! he's gone: | ED 
Any one may have London now that will. _ 

La. Gr. Sir, I preſent you humbly the petition | N 

[ Kneels agan, #rd the King £AQET, 

Of a poor Widow, and her little Orphans: _ 
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i 1 the Widow of one Sir Fohn Gray, 
ho inS. Albar's Battel loſt his, life, 
the defence ofhim we thonght our King. 
my poor Husband's Loyalty did err, 
e dearly for that fatal error paid. 
y humble prayer is, thatmy your Orphans 
ay not be puniſh'd for their Fathers Faults, 
erring Loyalty can be a fault. 
Ea. 1 am ſo rapt, 1 mind not what ſhe ſay 
or that ſhe is all this |while upon her knees : | 
ray, Madam, riſe, —teave us—- [To the Attendants. 


Ric. Soſhe (1 find) o 
luſt grant a thing, before her thing be dcancell Ex. 


Ed. Had you. a Husband, Madam, did you ſay ? 
La. Gr. Yes, Sir, I had one at S. Alban's Battel 3 ; 
[is Name was Sir Fobn Grey. | 
Ed. Oh happy man ? 
Vhatexcellence had he above mankind, 
"hat he ſhou'd be more bleſt than all mankind: P-] 
\nd have you Children ? | 
-_ Gr. Many poor young Orphans. | 
Oh! wondrous happy mant? enjoy this Woman ! 


ace about her, I was never, ' (Aſide. ) 
lever ſo charm'd befare. My Lord, come hither, 
ray do you knowthis Lady ? | - 


Lord. Yes, Sir, well. 
[ie is the Widow of Sir Fabn Grey of Grooby, 

man of Quality, ' and great, Eſtate. 
ut a moſt yvehement Larncaſtriar. | 

Ed. No matter: of what Family is ſhe? 

Lord. Her quality does far exceed her Husbands : : 
nd yet her Virtuedoes exceed her. quality. 
ic isthe Daughter of Sir Richard Woedeyle, - 
er Mother was ſometimes Dutcheſle of Bedford, 

Ed. Dutcheſle of Bedford? Ha! —_ 

Lord. Dutcheſle of Bedfard. 
nd Daughter of the Earl of S. Pool. 

Ed. Of noble birth, and by her Mothers ide 
elated to the houſe of Lancaſter. 

Lord. She is by Majriage, Sir; that was the cauſe 
"at Sir obs Grey was ſucha fierce Lancaftrian. 

Ed. She has Beauty, ſhe has Virtue, ſhe hasBicth: (4b?) 
/hy may not this fair|/Lady be a et n? 
it ſhe's 1 Subject, England will not like it. | 
ad th Ergliſ Non, like the Sea It governs, ; 

Is 


Is bold and turbulent, and eaſily moy'd, 
And always beats againſt the ſhore, that bounds it. 
What ? is the people free, and not the King? _ 
Not free where every Slave is free, his bed ? 
Yes, ſo it is, it ſeems, and E»gliſ fury 
Will eaſily with'any wind be rais'd, 
To daſh the Palaces, and Beds of Kings. 
Come what come will, this Lady ſhall be mine. 
She ſhall be, or my Miſtreſs, or my Wife. 
What me Madam, u deſir'd o* me ? 
La.Gr. To give poor Orphans, Sic. their Father* p 
Ed. Heaven forbidI ſhou'd retain **m from oy org wt 
La. Gr. Then, Sir, with humble thagks I take my leave. 
Eq. Hold, Madam, for I muſt haye one word more, 
I muſt impoſe a Tax upon this Land. 
La. Gr. It ſhall be thankfully, and gladly paid. 
Ed. It will Pm ſure more gladly be receiy'd. 
It_is an eaſie-Tax, no more but Loye. - 
La. Gr. No Loyal Subjects, Sir, but love their King. 
Ed. But this 1s love, that none but you can grant. 
La. Gr. 1do not underſtand your meaning, Sir. 
Ed. Truly, I ſcarcely underſtand my ſelf, 
For I have gaz'd my ſelf out ofmy Reaſon. | 
La. Gr. With your permiſſion, Sir, I'll take my leaye. 
Ed. Oh! yon ſhall never, never part from me. | 
La. Gr. VVhat do you mean, Sir ? | 
Ed. I mean all the Love, 
E*re was or can be in the heart of man. 
La. Gr. Love, Sir ? 
Ed. Ay Love. 
La. Gr. I dare not underſtand you, 
Becauſe I dare not think ill of my Prince. 
Ed. Can there be ill in Love? there will be all 
The happineſs to me, glory to you, 
Your heart and mine can poſlibly deſire. 
Why do you tremble, and draw back your hand ? EG 
You muſt not, ſhall not ſtir till you have granted, 
What all this Ianguiſhing, and preſſing means. 
La.Gr.Oh! I ſhall ſwoon ! wou'd I had ne're comehere! 
Sir, I thus low moſt humbly beg of youa, = 
Let it ſuffice your conquering armes have ſeiz'd 
My Husbands life, your laws have ſeiz'd his Lands, 
$ Seek not to take my honour, and my Vertue: 1 
I never fought againſt you, ne*re oppoB&d you. 
Ed; 1 wrong her beauty, it ——— a Crown, @MA4 
| 2 
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y look lajens a Kinkdom as it's FP . | 

1, who gain'd my right,ſhou'd not wrong others, 
am, | mzan nothing/but honour to you, 

| cefoly'd to make yol Q 1een of England. 

A. Gr. Now, Sir, you mean diſhonour to your ſelf. 
as much unworthy to be Qaecen, | 
'm above ſerviagan il ll deſign. | 

d. Rather the crown's unworthy of your Beauty. | 

4. Gr. It is impoſlible, you ſhou'd deſcend * 

ſuch mean thonghts. | / 

d. It is impoſlible, | 

ud have bappegs without your Love. 

d rather with your Love be your dead Husband , 

an with your hatred be a live King, 

24. Gr. | lately wiſh'd I never had come here 

my own ſake, I wiſhit now for yours : 

! think Sir, what will all your Subjects ſay ? 

:d. They'l ſay, 1am in Love. 

4. Gr. But will they not 

much diſpleas?d, their Pcince ſhou'd love ſo low: ? 
Ed. | give them leave to chuſe where they like beſt 3 
Py ſhou'd | be the only man impos'd on ? 

a. Gr. But I'm a Widow, and have many Children. 
2d. AndI have Children too, though I'm a Batchelour 
we are tryed, and ſhall be ſure of Neirs. | 

4. Gr. But you have ſent to Court a __ Prince i 
y bring your Kingdom great advantag 

d. Then let my Kingdom go and Ny e (9 

4. Gr. Conſider,you may enrage the Earl of Warwick, 


d. He is my Friend, |and Servant, not my Guardian. - 


a, Gr. But, Sir, they. ſay you are promis'd to another. 
d. When ma prieſt I will do penance for it. + - 
4. Gr. lamafraidyou'lloſe your Subjects love. - 
d. Why ſhou'dI loſe their love, by loving Subjects ? 
4.Gr. But you have many Subjects of more Beauty. 
4. My Subjesif they: pleaſe may marry 'em- 
7ethem freedom, and I'll take wy own, 

ake it too this minute, 

4. Gr. At firſt ſight ?| 

*l think me, Sir, immodeſt, ſhows I grant. 

i. A King is above forms; : 'Pll haye it ſo. 

n come away. 

4. Gr. What inthis Mourning habit : ? 

. I marry not your habit, but your ſelf. | 

4 Gr. The world will mc nn you, Sir. - 


Ed. 


pe je py gt bog A wt pe fr OO 


_ Ea. care not, 
I had rather live a minute in your Armes, 
Than many ages in the praiſe of Fools. 


A 


Enter a Gettleman. 


Gent. Moſt happy tydings, Sir * Henry.your Enemy, 
Wandring alone, diſguis'd in homelyhabir, 
Was taken by the Keepers of the Forreſt, 


As he was reading in ſhady Covert. 
Ed. Good news indeed - where 1s he ? bring him to me. 


Enter King HenTry in a poor habit, brought in by a Couple of Forreſter. 


Why how now Henry? in this humbledreſs ? 
Hen. Inſult not, Edward, over my misfortunes, 
Bur from this garb,in which thou ſcarce canſt know me, 
Learn thou to know thy ſelf; for in my fall 
Heaven humbles every King as well as me. 
Ed. Heny,l pity thee,thou doſt not ſuffer 
For thy own Crimes, but thoſe of thy uſurping 
And trayterous.Anceſtours. To London with him. 
And keep him a cloſe Priſoner in the Tower. 
But let him there command all things butLiberty.{Ex.Hen.witha guard. 
How all my happineſles flow together : 2 
A Crown upon my Head, my chiefeſt Enemy 
Under my Feet, and Beauty in my Armes. Ex. ! 


Enter Richard. 


Ric. What's this ? a Chaplain call'd for ? he is mad—-- 
He'll marry her, and marry at firſt fight. | | 
Marry a Subject, nay, anda mean Subject, 
Nay, the poor wretched leavings of a Subject, ; 
A Widow, and the Widow ofa Knight ! [- 
Ifear this Marriage will enrage the Kingdom, 2 7 
But I fear more the furious Warwick's Rage, | | 
Whoſe haughty temper will not bear the aficoat 
Of being ſent oa a mock-Embaſſly. ————. 
Now, though 'd have him fight him, have him kill him, | 
Kill both my Brothers, if he'd ſet up me : | |! 
But that he cannot do, for he muſt fight : 
In Henry's Name, and ſo mull ſet up Henry. e 


He's not far fram hence, Pll afcer him; 
: . And 
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"Jan for my own | Fake I will pacify him; 

And}let the King mean while finiſh his marriage. 
For | wou'd have him finiſh it, becauſe | 
I'm told he has another Wife, if ſo, 
The Children |of this Marriage muſt be Baſtards, 
Then when Pye kill'd Henry, and his Son, 

And by ſome Arts deſtroy'd my Brother Clarence, 
The King once dead, Pll Baſtardize his Children; 
Then am I King, but ſome will ſay by Villany : 
That's Villany, that by it's ill ſucceſs 

Betray's a man and into ruin throws 5 | 
When once It| BANS a Crown, it vertue grows. [Ex. : 


| The Scene a Chapel | 
Edward, and La Grey, A Prieſt, Attendants. The ſolemnity ended. 


| Enter Lady Elianor Butler. 


La. El. Ha!! is it ſo? and canthe news be true ? 
It cannot be, Pll not believe my Eyes, 
Il know the truth — —— King Eayara- 

Ed, Lady Eltanor ? 


| La. El. My heart's ſo full cannot ſpeak to him. 
Ha! is he ſhunning mel? Nay, then he's guilty. 
What-is the cauſe, King Edward, you wou'd ſhun me ? 


Am I fo ſtrangely chang'd ſince 1 laſt ſaw you, 
You cannot bear my ſight ? 


Ed. No ſurely, Madam, 
You are not alter'd for the worſe, I'm certain, 
And for the better 'tis impoſſible.  - 
La. El. Oh !Sir.,your paſſion*s dead,and you are weaving 
 Garlands of fine expreſſions for it's Funeral. 
If my ſmall beauty were extreamly improy'd, 
I were a horrid ſight to thee ; an Angel 
Is a moſt dreadful Viſion to a ſinner. 
La., Gr. Who. is this? 


Ed. One your beauty, Triumphs over. 

Za. El. Cometo the Bar, and anſwer me, great ſinner, 
What doſt thou with this wretched Woman here ? 
How far haſt-thou undone thy Soul and her ? 
I'm told, thoy haſt ſinn'd with hereven to Marriage- 
Thou durſt not do it ſure { —fay, IS It true ? 

Ed. Madam, I muſt confeſs, ?tis very true. 

La. El. yow?. is it true ? 


Ed. Yes, Madam, it1s true. | La. Ele 4 
; [| 2 | —— 
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Ed. Beauties, like palaces, have ſeveral ways 
Of acceſs to*em; I believ'd thoſe Oaths 
A form of ſpeaking, which did pleaſe you beſt. 
What form o' damning in do you expect? 
The lowelt place in Hell ? 


Ed. Rather a place 
Among the Saints of the Old Teſtament. 


La.El.Yes, JewtſhSaints; but pray,willChciſtianSaintſhip 


Ad mit ſuch things ? 
Ed. Oh! yes! I, when pleaſe, 
Can have adiſpentation from his Holineſs. | 
La Fl. What then his Holineſs will be your pardon ? 
A very excellent office for a Pope ! 
_, TobetheUniverſal Bawd of Chriſtendom ! 
Avery excellent Shepherd, that will give 
| His ſhecp a diſpensation to be rotten / 
Ed. Well, you ſhall be my fair Confeſlor then, - 
Fl own my fins to you, and ask your pardon. 
La. El. And doſt thou hope to have it ? 
Ea.1 will give you 
Any other ſatisfaction. | 
La. El. What? thy blood ?. | : 
Do, kill thy ſelf I ſwear Il pardon thee. 
E4d. 1 wou'd do much for that; but I wou'd live 


A little while to mend and to repent. 


La.ELWould'ſt thou repent? oh! 1 will pray thou mayſt. 


Oh may heaven laſh thee with ſo many plagues, 
May fill thee, and ſurround thee with repentance ! 
I will not curſe this moſt unhappy V Voman 

For ſhe alas / 1s curſt enough 1n thee. | 

Poor VVoman, he has gull'd thee horridly, 

For he has only pick'd the name of wife 
Out of my Marriage ſheet's, to hide thy ſhame with. 
As for his love in which thou think®ſt thee happy, 
"Tis like a Green-land-Summer, ſhort and hot, 

And whilſt it laſts ?cis day, all ſmiling day, 

But ſoon he goes to viſit other provinces, 

But oh ! he never like the Sun returns. 

Farewel, poor wretch, pitied not envied by me, 
Thou think'ſt we part with very different fortunes, 
1 go to ſorrow, and thou ſtay?ſt with joy 

Alas ! I leave thee but in a fools paradile, 

And very ſhortly we ſhall meet in Bedlam. 


La. El. What after 41l the Oaths thou haſt frven to me? 
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La. Gr. Oh, Sir, 1 like not this: f this ; 15S an Fl 

Beginning o' this day. | | 
Ed. VVhy ſo, my Love? | 

That's well begun, that. is beguy with ſacrifice, 

She is thy ſacrifice. | 


*  ACry within, Arm, aw | Treaſen VVarmick. ' VVarwick ! 


T hen Enter Warwick and his Sealers and mm Edward, and Lady 
Grey. 


Ed. Why how now wad 2 What doſt mean by this ? j 
War. W hat mean'ſt thouDuke to put this ſcorn upon me? . 
Ed. Duke ! when we parted thou didſt call 'me King. 
War. Then 1 diſgrac'd the Title, and 1 gave it 
To one, who merit's not the name of Friend. 
Werela King, 1 I'd hang that common Fellow, 
That ſhou'd abuſe a Friend, as thou haſt me, 
And ſuch a friend as I have been to thee. | 
Ed. Thou doſt abuſe thy ſelf, in talking thus. 
War. Then it is ng abuſe to me, to make me 
The ſcornof every French Page, and waiting Woman. 
The Marriage is agreed on, nothing wanting. 
KI o compleat all, but my arrival there, 
F And all my Equi page and Train are gone. 
Now, when inſtead of me, this news arrives, 
1 ſhall have all my Servants hiſt from Fraxce, 
| My ſelf be made a Common publick jeſt, 
I ſhall be calPd the great Ambaſſador, | 
That goe's with ſplendour to negotiate nothing. 
But z1y Embaſlage is but like my conqueſt, 
For 1 have fought for'thee, that is, for nothipg. 
"I've ſtole the Royal Robes to adorn nothing, 
Andhelpit to another nothing —— Woman. 
La. Gr. VII tell you, Sir, whence allthis fury ſpring's; | J- 
This havghry Lord, who thinks his Sword has given © Me 
Chains to our Sex, as well asto the men, : - 
Did ſtrive to drag me to his marriage bed. 
And uſing,many threats, I out of fear, * 
_ ſome faint yieldings, but he finding now | 
'm P!ac 'd above hisreach, his burning envy | | = 
Jo: sto Celitroy what he cannot attain ; 
Then calls his fury his revenge of honozy- 
Ed. Is that the myſtery incecd: ? 
Ir, Yes, Duke; 
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Thon with a Crown half bonghta Widow from me ; wn 
And bought her with thENingdom whichT gave thee.” 7 
Ed: Conſt thou to ruin me for love of beauty, 
And thou thy ſelf rebel for love of it ? | 
War. I come to puniſh thy ingratitude. 
E4. 1 did not know thy Loye, but fay I did, - 
If I commit a fault to take a Woman, 
To whom thou haſt noright, then what doſt thou, 
Who plunder | thy Kings Right, thy Countreys peace ? 
War. Thy glory*s mine, my Sword Created it. | | 
My Crime is thiae, thy wrongs tome created it. LL 
Ed. I'm agreat Criminal to wrong a Subject, if 
Thou none, to ruin both the King and Kingdom. LE L 
Thus men, likeBears, deyour the young of others ; 
But ſtrive tolick their own fowl Cubs to ſhape. ] 
War. I do no wrong in ruining you all, ; 
| I but reſtore to everything it's own. | = 4 
I to the Kingdom ſhall reſtore the damn'd 
Confuſion, which my Sword took away from it. 
I ſhall reſto@this Woman to her tears. 
| found her weeping over her dead Husband : 
T1 leave her weeping over thy dead fortunes. 
I will reſtore thee, and all thy Family 
To the ſubjection from which 1 advancid it. 
Thy fortunes to their proper ſtate VII bring, k 
Beauty fhallbe thy plague, thy foe thy King, LEx-. | | 


— 
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AT ET, © 
Scene London. 


Enter King Henty in a rich Robe, wunder a Canopy.* The Lueen and Y 
Prince Zlowed by Warwick, and Guards, with their Swords ar awn. * | 
Shouts, and Acclamations. They $4 over the Stage. The Scene | 
changes to the Palace. Enter King Henry, Queen, Frinee, Warwick. 


Qu 


Ow, Sir, you are King again, this valiant Lord 
Hasleft the horrid deſarts of Rebellion ; 
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Where he, and all his glorious deeds were loſt, 
And found the Road of Honour. = 


War. I confeſs, ; | 
Fortune did miſlead me, and 1 mn Kingdon!, _ 


hos Cai 
_ 
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- To gire your Royal Rights. to a falſe Prince, 
Who has the Royal blotd, no Royal Vertues; | 
Soihas no right to C thoſevertues gain'd. 


:0wns 
Hen. 1 give you thanks, my Lord, for your reat gifts 3 
Life, Freedom, andaCrown ; I call*m gifts, - 
*Cauſe you can take*em'from m2, or let me keep %em. 

ToLife, and Freedom, I have a clear Title ';" 

Becauſe 1 ne're did any 11l, to forfeit ?em. 

But oh ! [ am afraid-to'wear the Crown 
_ For fear I ſhare the murder that procur'd it. 

Q4. Oh !Spiritleſs Prince * born for'a Chain, a Priſon: 

Whar if your Grandfather murder'd his King ? © 
Muſt you take Phyſick for his fickneſſes? | _ Rp Ee 
' Nay, muſt you dye? foraKings Crownand Life  * 

 Goboth together ; S6 King Richard found it. | 
Pr. Sir, allour lives wholly depend on yours. 

And for one fault of my dead Grandfather, 

Which he perhaps repented, will you puniſh | 
Thouſands ? You will ſin'to loſe a Crown, | 

More than my Grandfather did do to gain one. * 


24. If you will doom your ſelf to be depos'd, 
Becauſe the Crown was gotten by ill means; _ © 
J» the ſame law _ ? 

You may hang half your Kingdom - 

If men by inheritiog their Farhers Fortunes, | 
Inheric the Crimes, by which their Fathers gain'd %em, 
Vhere is the Nation wou'd not deſerve hanging, ? 

War. Sir, talk no more; you are, and ſhall be King. 

All power is from Heay'n,. Earth, or Hell. 
Heav*n ſend?s'you his confent in my ſuceſs, 
The People ſend you alltheir votes in me ; 


p 


Hen. My Lord, 1 have a Conſcience Plilnot part with 
For this and many Kingdoms ; but yay tell me, 
TT hat Royal Virtue firſt gave royal Power ; 
.. Now have Royal Virtue, Edwardnone; 
\ And therefore [|muſt|Reign, and he be ruin'd. 
Qh!- my Lord, this isa confounding principle. 
If Kings may loſe their Rights for want of Virtue., 
And Subjetts are the! Jndges of that Virtue ; | 
Then Kings are Subjeas, and all Subjefts Kings - 
And by that Law that Subjefts may deſtroy 
Their Kings for' want of Virtue, other Subjects 
Nay think thole Subjects Rogues, and cut their throats. 
1hus Babel might be builded, but no Kipgdom. 
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Pr. Sir, if you be no Ring, we afe all Rebels, 
And ovght to dye. . Os 
War. Ardyon fhall rejgnordye; 
If you refuſe the Crown, 111 carry ttack; 
And withit both your heads, toranſommine. 
Pl quench ycur lives, as Mariners wou'd do 
Falſe lights, that lead their Veſſels to deſtruction. 
| 2%. Why doyon pauſe, Sir, will you rather dye, 
Ard let your Son dye too, ere bea King ? 
Hen. Poweriul Natureis too hard for me. 
Will it not coft more bloud, iflſkou'd Reign ? 
War. The VVarisat an end, Edward's my Prigner; 
Not only doom'd by Heaven unfit to Reign, 
But by his fleſh and bloud, his Brother Clarerce, 
| VVho has revolted from him, and brought all 
His Troops to mine, andto create between us 
A laſting league, marries my youngeſt Daughter. 
Pr. And | have given my heart, Sir, to her ſiſter. 
Oh? do not make me wretched every way. | 
Hen. Oh! Nature conquer's me ! 
Q«. Oh! happy conqnelt. 
Pr. Upon my knees, Sir, 1 return you thanks. 


Enter George. 


War. See, here come's he, who gallantly to ſerve 
His King and Country will forſake his Brother. 

Gee. I thought my blood deriveda Crown to us, 
But now I find it derives only Treaſon, 

To clear the taint, I come to ſet it boyling 
Over a flaming 7eal for the Rings ſervice. 

War.V V hat think you now,Sir ? doyou judge your title 
Good, when your very-Enemies proclaim it ? 
Hen. 1findit's Heav®ns will , that I ſhow'd Reign. | 

My noble Friends,let me embrace you both. 
My Lord of Warwick you are fortunate, 
I muſt beg you to rule, for Pm afraid, b 
My thwarting Stars will blaſt this bleſſed Land. 

War. Your Majeſty is wiſe, to foreſee evils, 

And good, that you wou'd ſaveyour people from 'em. 
Here ſtands a Prince moſt worthy of command. 


Geo.The world has not more worth, thanth' Earl of Warwick, 


Hen. Give me your hands, I joyn you both together. 
1 make you both Protectors of the Kingdom, 
Rule you, while I wait only on devotion. 
I 2 
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Qu. So, now, my Son, thy inheritance j is ae. 
Pr. May [be happy 1n my \woa. 164 too ? | 
' Bu. Yes, if the King conſear. - 
Hen. With all my heart. | 
War. The Marriages ſhall then be both this minute. 
Hen. VVith whom is Edward truſted ? 
War. With my Brother, 
The Arch-biſhop of York, 
Geo, I'm told he giveshim liberty 
To hunt; and let's him go out ſlender guarded. 
War. 1 will have that reform'd, in the mean while, 
We openly will proclaim Edward a Tcaytour, 
And ſeize his Lands. |: 
Geo. Let's -guard this City well; 
He has friends here,Chiefly A the Womenz 
nd they rule men. | | | 


Scene London. Enter Edvard Richard » daſgras d. 


Ed. Uſurping Henry, and falſe changing Warwick 
Little think certain ruin is ſo near 'em. - 
' Ric. Icannottell what abſolution 
The Prieſt of York may-give his Brother Warwick, 
Foral! his horrid pzrjury?s and Tceaſon's, 
Warwick will give him none for your eſcape. 
Ed. I ſhou'd be forry if mine hoſt, th? Arch-buhop, 
For all his civil entertainment of me, 
Shou'd have his reck*ning paid him with an Ax. . 
Ric. So ſhou'd Ltoo, for if inſteadof giving you 
' The publick Freedom, which you had to hunt | 
He had confin'd you to Domitians chace, | 
Only to hunt flyes in a bedchamber, _ 
You had notnow bcen here to hnnt his Brother. 
Wei), Sir, Go you toall your City Friends, 
Pl! to the Court ; Ihave intelligence, 
How [ may eaſily ſurpri Ze your Enemies, 
If it be feazible, PII venture ON 1t. 


[Ex 


q The Scene «Chae. 


Prince, George, therr Brides, and a Prieſt at the Altar ;, near 'em Ring 
Henry, Queen, Warwick, Guards, Attendants; 


A Shoks > Emer an Officer. 


- Of: Arm! Aim! Ari! Lord Edyard'sin the City. We. 
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War. Thouart mad. + 
OF. I wiſh I were. I ſay, Lord Edward 
Is 1a the City. 
War. Inthe Womens hearts ? | - BSA 
OF. No, in the head of Troops of men and Women, 
There?s nothing that can get a Pike or Spit, 
But cry they'l live and dye by brave King Edward. 
Richard is with him ; they are all marching hither. 
War.Oh ! good Arch-biſhop, 
You are a faithful Brother, | 
Wearevery wiſe to truſt our ſouls with prieſts, 
Whentheir ownBrothers cannot truſt their heads with'em: 
I know this Trayt”rous Prieſt has fold my head 
To Edward, for th' Archbiſhoprick of Canterbury. 
Hen. 39 not too raſhly cenſure an Archbiſhop. 
Eawxrd might 'icape by wites. 
War. How? ciicata Prieſt ? | 
Then he deſerves the Kingdom for his cunning. 
Do you think it is eaſie to cheat prieſts, | 
Who by thc help, but of ſome barbarous words 3 
As, Entity, Unity, Verity, Bonity, 
Qniddity, Ruantity, Quality, Cauſality, 
Have conjur*d all you Kinzs out of their Kingdoms ? 
And Edward cheat a Prielt, 
Who leta VVidow cheat him of his Kingdom ? 
Oh! but yow'll ſay, -a VVomancheated Adam. 
But Prieſts cheat women, cheat 'em too of things 
Dear to ?em as their lives, theis bawdy ſecrets. 
They make S. Peter's Keys ; 
Open all 7alian locks 2nough of prating. 
P11 go beat Edward,and then hang my Brother. 
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My Lord, | | . 

Draw up your Troops; you,Sir, ſtay here: [To K, Hen: 
You are unfortunate, : 

I do not care, ; 
To have your curs'd Stars among my men. , [Ex. 


| 04. Vil follow,and doyou,Son, leave your Bride, 
And go with us, for Pm reſaly'd to ſee thee 


Heir to the Crown, or dying at my Feet. | FE 
Px. Fear nothing, Love, | ſhall return victorious 
Your Royal bleſling ! [Kneels to the King. 


Hen. V Vhat ſad divining thou ghts are theſe within me ? 
Pr. Oh Sir, why do you weep? | 


Hen. For tice, my SOn. 
Pa 


Pm bound in duty to thy ſoul to tell thee, _ 
Something from Heaven ſuggeſts our deaths are near. 
Thou firſt-muſt dye, I'muſt behold the loſs 1 
Ofall that's dear to me, and then muſt dye, 

Pr. Oh Sit! —— LE Pu 
Hen. 'Tis ſo! we never inthis world 
Muſt meet again. |. | 
Pr. Oh how ſhall I be able} | 
To fight, when ere I ſee the enemy, 
My King and Father wounds me to the heart ? 
See, my Love's weePing too, Pm ſhot o? both ſides ; 
And in my heart the deadly Arrows meet - 
PII rather run among the Enemies Swords, + 
Than here be kilPd with ſorrow by my Friends. LEx. 
Geo. S0,now will I go joyn my Brother Edward : (Aſide. 

- I am ſecure of Warwick's beautious daughter. | 
Now let the Devil take Warwick and his Treaſon, . : 
He made me take that braſs Coin with his Daughter; 

But 1 will pay him the damn*d portion back again- | 

He made me ſwear he'll ſay, but war's a game, 

And ſo is Love, and Gameſters Oaths are nothing. 

My Brothers Souldiers are got in the palace, [An Alarm. 

They ſeck their Enemies, but ſhall find Friends. LEx. 


||| as Alarm. 
Emer Richard, George, Soulditrs, and ſeize Henry and the Womes- 


Ric. How now ! thouTraytour / thou unnatural Traytor ! 
Geo. Thou wrong'ſt me, Iam as Loyal asthy ſelf. 
V Vhat I have done, was only in\deſign 
To gain this beauty, and now ſhe is mine 
My Loyalty is mine. | 
Ric. Can this be true? | 
Geo. Thou ſaw'ſt it true, thou ſaw*ſt 1 fought for thee. 
Ric. Thou didſt; but I believ'd it was thy Cowardize, 
That made thee now betray thy Friend, as luſt 
Mace thee betray thy Brother. | 
Geo. It is falle. i 
And if 1 don't appear'to day in Battel, 
As valiant, and as Loyal as thy (elf, 
Vl kill my fel 
Ric. Dothat, andi'Ilembrace thee. 
But Ict's away : our Royal Brother wants us.— [Ex 
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- Firſt robb'd her of her Fame, now of her Life / 


My injuries have already found thee out, | Have- 
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Enter VVarmick, Queen, Pri nee, _ 


| Qu. Oh! curſed Teaytour ! ! why —_ you © 're gle 
, One that was always falſe ? | 
- War. I was bewitclrd, . 
To truſt a man, who hadbetray'd his Brother: 
Pr. My Fathers words now {ink into my brealt ; 
He ſaid at parting, we ſhou'd never meet 
On Earth again. 
War. VVell if thz Villains murder him, 
I will revenge his bloud, and make you King. 
VVhenc'rel went to work to makea King, 
Ine*re yet faild, whatever ſtuff 1 had 3 
But hark the Traytors come ! let us fall on. _ LEx. Trumpets. 


- 
o 


An Alarm. 
Enter Edward, Enter Lady Elianor in mAns habit. 


La. E!. Turn this way, Edward; here's an Recy's 


Thirſts for thy bloud. 
| [La ELandEd. Fight, La. El, falls 


_ Ed. VVhat bold young man is this ? 
Thou art diſpatch'd, 1 wonder whothou art. 
La. El.Look on me well—ſeeifthou dolſt not know me- 
_ Ea. Mayl believe my eyes / 
La. El. Thou may*X, King Edward, 
They ſpeak more truth, than ere thou didſt to me. 
Ed. Oh! killing fobt.. big 
- La.El. VVou'd thou hadſt never ſeen me, 
The cold Earth had not been my Death-bed chem, 
Nor had I needed (as | do) two graves, 
One for my ſelf, the other for my name. 
'Ed. Oh Heaven | | 
How havel wrong'd this beautious Creature ! 


La. EL Ah / Monarch,do 1 merit this for Love ? 
Ed. Ohno, but l deſerve a thouſand plagues 3 
And I have here with my own hand broke open 
A fair Pandora's box to let *em out, 
To fly about my head. 
La E!. Indeed, King Edward, 
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I cannottell, 1 will not curſe thee now : 

Curling is not a language ſpoke in Heaven, 
And1 am very near that glorious Kingdom, |, 
Therefore |'11 ſpeak the language that is bleſling. 
May this be the laſt day ofall thy [Troubles / 
And1be the laſt woman thou ſhalt wrong! _ 
May Heaven forgive thy broken Vows, as Ido, 
And quicklier forget *em all than thou didſt ? 
And this one poor requeſt 1 beg of thee : 

Since I was all the ſtaine of my great Family, _ 
Andl have made thy ſelf, who wert the cauſe of it, 
With thy own Sword, cut out the' ruined piece, 
Oh hide it, where it may no more be ſeen, 


- wy 


Have driven thee from thy throne, howfar will drive thee, 


But be forgot by all, as *twill by thee! - | [Þyer. 


E4. She's gone ! She's gone! 
Oh! thou ſweet injur*d beauty, 
I never ſhall forget thee whillt | live, 

Thy wrongs I fear will haunt my mind and fortune, 
In this ſweet ſpot of Earth I fear Pve planted 
Much miſchieffor my ſelf; I gather'd all | 


The Sweets, and now Thorns will ſpring np to tear me. 


) | Exter an Officer. 


Off. Oh Sir, the Earl of Warwick, ranges o're 
_ TheField, with ſo much fury, and ſucceſs 
Your Troops are juſt ypon the point of flying, 

Ed. My puniſhment ſo ſoon purſne my Crime / 
This beauties wrongs, ſteel that proud Rebels Sword, 
And give it all the kneenneſs that it has: | 
Oh Heav*n hide thy eyes from this ſweet Creature, 
At leaſt for this one hour 3 andhere Ivow, _ 
| will give o're robbing ſuch ſpicy Iles, 

And take an honeſt dwelling at my own, 
Leſt ſailing toa fro a Tempeſt fall, 


That ſhall revenge the injuries of 'em all. 2 CEx: 


Enter Edward arid VVarwick Fighting, V Var. falls: 


Ee. Now | am King of England end Iowe, 
My Crown to my own Sword, andnot to thine. 
War. Inſult not, Edward. for lam not kill'd 
By thee, but Henries curſed Deſtiny. 
I'm crefh'd under the wheels of his dann'd fortune, 
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1 am ground all 


My fortune ſickned whenl firſt came under 'em; 


_. # © Truthis, my Spirit led her ſucha dance, 


She cou'd not keep me company, but eyr'd, 
Now it's her down, and like a poor caſt Whore, 
Is glad to be pick*d up by any body. 
Now thou maiſt baniſh fear, for 1 amdying; | 
Who, when 1liv*d, cou'd frown thee into a Subject 
Bury thee in the wrinckle of my brow. ; 
Ed. Talk not of burying Kings, but rather think 
Of burying all thy Crimes in penitence. 
Way. My greateſt Crime is, that 1 c're ſerv'd thee, 
W hoſe baſe ingratitude has ruin'd mez+ 
I gave thee Kingdoms, andthou giv'ſt medeath.  [Dyes; 
_ Ed. 1 ne're wrong'd thee, nor didſt thou e*re ſerve me, 
Thou haſt been wrong'd by nothing, but my ignorance, 
And haſt ſerv'd nothing, but thy vanity | 
And nothing clſe1 fear will ece reward thee. 


Enter George, Richard, and Gnard;. 


Geo- Now, Sir, I hope you will forgive my errours 
For Beauties ſake, for Beauty drew me in, 
And you have felt the mighty power of Beauty. 
Ed. Brother, your errours areall buried under 
Heaps of my Enemies, you have kill'd to day. 
I havediſpatch'd my greateft Enemy ; 
Warwick. will make, and unmake no more Kings. 
Ric. And the bold Amazon Queen, and rnfolent Boy, 
| Her fierce Son Edward, are both taken Priſoners. 
I've order'd,Sir, they ſhall attend you here: 
And here they are. 


Enter Queen, Prince, Guarded as Priſoners. 


Ed. So,Madam !/— and young Edward, 
What ſatisfation will you make to me, | 
For all the Miſchief you have done my Kingdom, 
Andall the Trouble you have given me ? 

Pr. What ſatisfaction wilt thou make my Father, 
Me. and the Kingdom, for thy bold uſurping 
My Fathers Crown, and my inheritance, 
Ruining us, and ſlaughtering our people 

Qx. Oh ! that thy Father had been ae ! 
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FRIES. 


RicThMf foyour Ditawighth have beertonr $epter; 
Pr. Whz,how now Eſbp ? Nay, miſtake me not, | 
Kſop I mean in Body not in mind. 


Ric. Brat ! | will eruſh thy braitfs our, 


Ead. Hold, forbear 
He is a Boy. 

Ric. Why, then to Schovl aich hich, 
To learn him mantiefs. 

Pr. If [ leara thy manners, 
The Devil muſt be my Tutour. 

Ea. Hold your pare 
You fooliſh, Chilt 

Geo. The Boy's too malapert. 

Pr.The nfin'is too perjurd, I mean perjur'd Georg e 
And you are all Triytors to me your Prince. | 

Ed. How now, proad Boy ? take that. 
[S trikes bum with bis bend. 


Ric. Nay, then take that 
Gee. Ad that for twitting mewith Perj jury. 
|| [Rich-and Gev. draw, 41d hill bir. 
Qa. Oh! they haye killd my Son — oh murderers ! 
On! kill me too. | 
Ric, Marry with all my heart! + 
| [The On. fwoons yo! the Privet. 
Ea. Hold, Brother, we have done too much already. 
Why wou'd you cruelly Kill the poor Boy ? 
Iſtruck him in my Choler, bur 1 meant him | 
No farther harm. | 
Ric. Who con'd forbear "*R4 beſides, 
Shou'd we have let hifn'Iivetd cit our heats | ? 
Geo. What wou'd have grown up with Mit but Rebelion ? 
Why ſhou'd a Sprig grow-u pro be a Tree, i 
That wou'd breed nothing e Mebur Caterpillars ? 
Ed. His Motper $woon ons mens for her recovety. 
2s. Oh, my dear'Son is killd ! my Son is killd ! 
Speak to thy Mother, Son! can't thon not ſpeak ? 
Oh miurd*cers, Butchers, Traytots, Cannibals.. 
Ric. Hence with this rayling! Woman. 
Qs. Ay hence with me, | 
Out of the world ;, 1 prithee, Richard, kill me: 
Murder is all the Almes choagiveſt the miſerable z 
Beſtow thy bloudy Charity uponime; 
Have pity on a Queen that beps it of thee. 
Ric. We pity not thoſe rhat-are born to beggery : 5 
Ifthou doſt beg, Ms but MY nitive PIVerty- | 
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Ed. Inſult not o're a miſerable Woman : 
Madam, 1 pray go hence, all be ue 
With all ref; * | To ERS 

£4. All the reſpeCt of Marderers © 
Is death ; Oh / bloudy George do thou beſtow it. 

Geo. I ſwear I will not dothee ſo much kindneſs. 

£x. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf. 

Ed. Madam, pray go——— 

Qs. Oh! Edward, Richard, George, 

Be it to you, and yours,as to this Prince, 
For *twere a ſhame the Sons of Executioners 
Shou'd ere be Kings. 64 

Ric. Away, with her !——away with her. 

[The Guard lead out the Que andcarry out the Pr. 

Now I will to the Tower to diſpatch Henry, (Aſide. | 

Till he be kilPd our work is done by halves. Ex. | 

Geo. Sir, Tf you pleaſe, I'll viſit my young Bride. [Ex. | 
E4.1 have a Beautious Bride to viſit too—— {Ex. 


Scene, a Room in the Tower, Henry Sleeping, Enter the Ghoſt of Richard 


the Second. 


Gh. Wake, Henry, wake to weep, then ſleep for ever ; 
Thy Kingdom's gone, thy only ſon is kilPd, 
A Dagper is preparing for thy Boſom ; 
And when thy bloud is ſhed, rwy bloud will ſleep. 
I'm that King Richard, whom thy Grandfather 
Depog'd, and murder*d ; and both long and loud 
My bloud for vengeance calld, and vengeance had, 
Firſt inthe wounded Conſcience of thy Grandfather, 
Whom all the Royal Oyntfnent cou'd not heal. _ 
He liv'd in trouble, and he dy'd with horror. 
And next on the ſhort life of thy great Father ; 
Who liv?d no longer than to beget thee, 
Who haſt loſt all the glories of thy Father, 
And doſt inherit nothing but the curſes, | 
Due to thy Gr#nd-father.z nor doe's the ſtorm 
Of vengeance only fall on the Uſurpers, 
But on the Souls, and miſerable Race 
Of all the Traytors, and the Fools, that Flatter” 
Thy Grandfather*s ſucceſsful Villany z 
Who did not. know, Kings cannot dye alone. 
And now their names ate rotting, Childrendying, os 
Their Houſes burnt on Earth, their Souls in Hell. | 
Grin at your Grandfathers, yoncying wretches 
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Th' aſcending dirty Vapo r$ ok:the 

Breed all the itorms ith? Ayes 'W 
Thou haſt a mind to ſee thy Cities fir'd, _ | 

Thy people ſlaughter'd, and thy Country deſolate, 

| Send all thedirty Traytours in the Kingdom |. 

Toclimb the Royal Rights, and Throne invade, 


Then a high road for valt deſtruction's made. ., 


" The Ghoſt goes out, andenters with ſoft Muſick, one clad in awhite Robe. 


Spir. Let not this frightful Viſion, pious Henry, 
Diſlard thy gentle Soul; it is not rais'd, 
To breed a ſtorm, now thou art near thy Hayen ; 
Rather to calm the Tempeſt in'thy mind, | 
By pointing to thee, on what diſmal Rock 
Thy Kingdom, and thy life are|caſt away, + 
The bloudy uſurpation of thy Grandfather. 
The Crown of England is not made of Clay 
The Common people, ſocanne*re be crumbled 
Into that dirt, ?tis not compos'd ifit: 
Nor made of [roa, the Sword, ſo cannot ruſt'; 
But of uamingled ſolid laſting Gold, 
Of Antient Rights, and *tis the gitfr of Heav'n, 
” Ther>fore to Heayen only can be forfeited, 
Therefore *cis call'd Imperial and Sacred, 
And therefore carefully raiPd in by Laws ; wh Bs 
And torn will be his ſacrilegious hand, | 
Who has noRightto it, and yet daresreach it, 
And darespreſumptuouſly pretend a Right, 
Becauſe he ſtands upon the peoples heads, 8 
Such wasthe bold Ambition of thy Grandfather, 
.  Andheawvn frowns upon his Sins, not thee : 
+ Then donotthink'thy ſelf unkindly us'd, 
Religious Herry, that Heaven takes away, 
Waat is not thine ; all that is truly thine 
Thou ſhalt not part with, but for great advantages, 
Thy Son is taken from thee here, to live withthee 
Ahove for ever ; thou ſhaltloſe thy life, 
Oaly to exchange it for Eternity; 
Loſe humble quiet, for exalted Joy; 
A taſte of which wafted in Heavenly Harmony, 
Pure as this lower (drofſy air admits, ' ; 
I briogthce down toraiſe thy. Spirits high. / 
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As all the Foyes on Earth ©nte, 
To makehifproſprous Fortune bright ; 
| $0 every woe, to ſhade bis Night. 


He has but one poor Fay, the Grave, 
. 4 thing thats free to every Slave, 
And that with eaſe 'he cannot have. 


For Daggers, Swords, and Poyſon lye 
To guard his Tomb, and make him buy 
With pain the wretched eaſe to dye. 


But comfort, Prince, thy death is near, 
For Dead thou haſt no more tofear, 
A fallen Monarchs Hell ts here. 


To Fortune he can nothing owe, 

For all that &re ſhe did beſtow, 

He payes again in heavy woe. | - 
_ They Vaniſh; and Henry wakes. 


Hen. What have I ſeen and heard ?—Oh ! come my murderers, 
And ſet me forwards on my way to Heaven, | 
Whilſt I've ſich rich proviſions for my journey. 


Enter Richard and the Keeper. 


Here comes my murderer,leſs horrid to me 
In brizzging Death, than bringing tomy ſight 


he h barrid Teton oft my "meets 
zor ſoin dream it rt: tc 
My bloudy Grandfatherdeſtroy*c 
Sys nn bloudy Kici deltogh ng EY 
Ric. Go, leave us toour ſelves, we if muſt 1% com ; 
Hen. What bloudy\Scene has R yi 
Ric. Do you ſuſpet} me? fear guilty m 
The Thief thinks een buſh an 3 © WE YL 
Hen. The Bird that ſees the'Buſh where once itſelf .. "wr" 
Was lim'd, and it's ſweet young lim'd F= 5M kill'd, Y 
Cannot.hur hover round it with misdoube,®”- | 
- -Rir. What an aſpiring Fool was he of Greer, | x 
VVho taught his Son the office ofa Fowl?” ; 


And drown'd the Boy by tea :N g him tofly. | 


Edward the Sun that did diſlolye his phil 

And thouthe uIph that ſwallowed up higlife, 
But many a thouſand wretched Father i note, 
And many an Orphans wzter- ſtandingeye; 
And many a Widows Groan, andold 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thouwdſtt 

When thou walſt born, nature by horrid ſignes / 
Gavenotice to the world of coming Miſchief; 

The Birds of night dig ſbrieke and cry to tell, 

That Hour there wasa Child of darkneſs born. | 
Winds blew down Trees as hell were making gallowſes, 
Thy mother had a kind of Helliſh pain 

As She had been in labour of a Devil. 

Thy legs came firſt, and thou wert born with Teeth, , 
And cam [t to bite=S— 


Ric." Fil hear no more RN ; \ Seabr Ben, 
For this (among the reſt) I np robe, : LIND 
Hen. 1, and for much more ſlaughter after this. = 


Heaven forgive me iy ſins, and thee this murder ! 


" Ric. Thoudidſt ſaytroth, l came with my legs forward .* & 
Into the World, but 'twas to o're/take thee, . AS 1 
And altthat ſand bethreen the Crown and me. | 1, Wo 1 


| Ever FY| Lientenant. | +: 


> What noiſe is (hat. * 
Ligw. The King is coming,Sir, - ; ; CIT ERS. Bf 
And ail the Cont with him, to (zethe bc; oor; | | 
And.comfort him; the Kingintends to keep | 
a 46g _ till his Coronation. Tg | = * 
ich. Nay, then'l muſt be gon \ory | 
Aamhar Por dowe ny be wilbendgry RO” 
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.-... Their Wives and Daughters raviſhed, theic lands ſiz'd, 
'" And themfelyes knock'd o'th* head, but meant no harm. 
_ I fay, I fancy their unhappy Oftſpring 


Take up the Body of that uafortunate Prince, 
I will beſtow Royal interrement on it. 


. AMonarch's Right is an naſhaken Rock, 
* Noſtormsof War nortime can wear away, 


- Durſt thou dothis, whet:l eo 


And | believe if wedont watchhimnarcowly, 


— 


; 


_ Ed. Where is voor priſe ? H RS. ap 
Ed. Murder 'd 2 Oh! <tho aud; 


To give him all Princelpreſpetiand 
» Tien Sir, on my es do H'y 
Your Brother, my Lord Richard, cameto- 
And was left with him by his. own command, -— 
Andnow he's fled; that noge but he cord de this deed. 
Geo. Sir, [ believe him; this is like myBrother. - 
Ed: Heaven td his crooked ſhape has bent his ſoul. 
He was delign'd for miſchief, and thruſt forward 


Unfiniſh'd in the World to loſi e no tim? 


Hel make no ſccuple to uſeus as rudely, 

For crowdingrudely into the wotld before him ; 

But believe Pm (afe, Erzlandy. by this time, 

Has had enough of Re bels, and Uſurpers. 

{ fancy now the Sons of thoſe poor Genlemen, 

Thoſe honeſt fooliſh.cheated Gentlemen, _ 

Who did turn Rebels but. they meantno harm, 

Who fought their Xing, flaughter'd their Friends, and Kinſwien, 
Deſtroy*d their Country, but they meant no harm, | 
And for reward had all their houſes burn'd, =-| 


Willprove exceeding honeſt Loyal Subjects, 
For by their Fathers Ruine they have learnt VVit. « 

Geo. That's all a Nation get#by.@ wi} War. 

Ed. Yes, with the Pcodigal thaac 
Obeying their Kings, the Fathers @fthei Country, *2} 
Than run and waſt their Fortune and their Liderties, 2 
And do the drudgeries of prond Ufurpers, =D 
Who will perhaps ſet 'em to keep their Swine. 

And after a long beggery and ſlavery 
Return with ſhame and ſorrow to their Loyalty. 


FX 


His, and Che Kingdom's dreadful Ruines prove, 


And Wracks Tao Firatenthas comme there for prey: 


CEx 
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